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	1. Chapter 1

**Emmett P.O.V**

_There's something wrong with your character if opportunity affects your loyalty._

I took a drag of my cigarette and looked up at the exterior of the house that belonged to Carlisle and Esme. It was a nice sized two story. It was elegantly decorated, complete with a piano no one ever played and art that I had no idea who it belonged to artistically, with wooden and marble flooring throughout the entire thing, excluding the bedrooms. It was complete with a study and gym and it was more space than the two of them needed. I watched Carlisle's two guest walk out of the front door and nod to me, and I nodded once back before dropping my cigarette to the grown and stepping on it, letting myself back in to the house.

I closed the front door behind Carlisle's guest and then allowed myself back in to his office.

"Close the door behind you," he grunted from his place behind his desk.

Carlisle was definitely not the man that I met when I was new to the game. He was older. He was slowing down. His hair was growing and he looked more frail then vicious with his left arm in a sling. I pushed his door and then cracked my neck both ways.

"Have a seat, Emmett," he motioned to a chair and I obliged, "We need to talk- about Rosalie."

"Okay," I leaned back comfortably and unbuttoned my suit jacket.

"Rose is my princess. She's my only child- my daughter. You understand that don't you?" he continued without giving me a chance to respond, "Well, I would do anything for my daughter. I would raise hell for her. I would rip this whole damn country apart for her and because you respect me, I have a feeling you will to. So, listen some things may have happened and I may or may not have had a place shot up that may or may not have had some very important people in it, understand?"

"Understood," I nodded once.

Carlisle was always causing havoc through the city.

"Well my sweet, darling princess may or may not be in trouble, if you know what I mean."

"I understand."

"So because you know how much she means to me, you're going to give your post to Alice and you're going to detail her. You're going to sweep through her apartment and do whatever else you need to do in order to make sure that nothing happens to her, because if I die, you'll be a millionaire. But if she dies, you'll be a dead guy. Is this making sense?"

"Perfect sense."

Carlisle was a man of his word and he was also a man that cherished family above all else. He was not trusting Rosalie with a team of handpicked people. He was trusting her to me and me alone.

"I also got you something nice to help keep you on track," He pulled open a desk drawer, retrieved a piece of paper and offered it to me.

I took it in to my hand and gave it a once over. It was legal papers.

"Upon my demise, you're going to be a very wealthy man," Carlisle explained, folding his hands in front of him, "When I die, a house will be given to Rosalie. It's a little two story house out in the country, with horses and the such. She's going to get this home as well of course- should Esme pass on, and the place she currently lives in now along with a little villa out in Rome. She will get to keep her vehicle. She will receive a million dollars and a small account with quarter of a million for any grandchildren I may get after I kick the bucket. She will also get control of my factories. My girl's a great business woman. And you, you're going to get everything else. You're like a son to me and with that being said, all the rest of my estate will go to you. Rosalie's not much for materialistic things. You'll get everything in the garage and whatever business endeavors I'm taking part in. You will also, get all of my illegal activities and my men have already agreed to back you, with the understanding that you'll continue to pay Rosalie and Esme's bills. I don't want my daughter or any of her descendants to ever have to want for anything in their lives. When I die, you're to keep my legacy floating- have some kids, but in return should Rosalie ever come to you- I would hope you be there."

"Of course," I sat the paper back on top of his desk.

"Good, because this business you and I are in, it all revolves around loyalty," Carlisle popped open a box and pulled out a cigar, "And you've been loyal to me since you were 16, kid. You reward that kind of loyalty. You're like family to my family."

"Thank you," I leaned forward and swiftly offered him a light.

"And you know I trust you to be telling you this, Emmett, because now in your head I'm worth more to you dead than alive."

"I wouldn't dream of betraying you, Carlisle," I leaned back in to my chair, "after everything that you've done for Alice, Jasper and I."

"Good, because I may be worth a couple of million now, but that number may keep going up the longer you keep me alive," he chuckled, "For now, just watch over Rosalie for me and Alice and I will take care of the rest."

"Okay."

"Jasper has everything you need," Carlisle took a puff of his cigar and then raised his hand absently, "Leave me."

I stood up quickly and let myself out of his office. Alice, Jasper and I would be taken care of for the rest of our lives. It was obvious Carlisle was starting to feel his humanity. He was always rash and reckless, thinking before acting, but after his recent shot to the arm that he had taken he had slowed down a lot… and if I had noticed I was sure that outsiders had as well.


	2. Chapter 2

**ONE MONTH LATER.**

**Rosalie P.O.V**

**(Recommended Song For This Chapter- FYLYHM – Seether)**

**WARNING: There is a LEMON in this chapter.**

"_Don't you long for something different to happen, something so exciting and new it carries you along with it like a great tide, something that lets your life blaze and burn so the whole world can see it?" ― Juliet Marillier, Son of the Shadows_

I took three shots in a row and then winked at a very impressed Bella Swan. Bella was my best friend. She was my other half and we spent practically every weekend together in her bar, "Toxic". We'd met in college our freshman year. I was 18 and had lived a very sheltered life when I came face to face with Bella, who was 19 and more worldly. Bella and I bonded over our differences as well as our similarities. Bella and I were both from families with very dominant fathers. Bella's dad was the owner of two separate clubs, and my father, he was in a totally different sort of game. Bella was everything that I was not. She was crazy and wild and we had experienced a very interesting college life together. We were both business administration majors and our freshman year was our year of discovery although it was mostly made up of Bella stumbling drunkenly in to our dorm room at the early hours of the morning with whatever partner she had chosen for the night, and me peeling her up off of the floor the next day in time for her late afternoon classes. It was also the time in our lives when we went on random adventures to random places. We would take a coin and heads were right turns, tails were left. We would drive and laugh and she would drink. The friendship we had, had basically been built in the confined spaces of my Back Volkswagen Beatle. Our sophomore year we were in an apartment together and that only amplified our differences. I was the one to remind her when her assignments were due. I would cook for her and occasionally wash her laundry and in exchange, she would always drag me out most weekends, or bring home a friend of her current escapade. That was also the year that Bella and I had "experimented" and while the sex was great- Bella was not one to be tied down and we were definitely better off as friends. Our junior year was probably the calmest. Bella met a guy named Garrett and slowed down A LOT. They were pretty much inseparable, but naturally there is always calm before the storm. Our senior year Bella's dad died and Garrett ripped her heart out of her chest. It was our senior year that Bella had decided to keep open her dad's bar and move on top of it, which resulted in me moving out of the crummy on campus apartments and in to a small two bedroom in the city. Despite the fact that Bella had partied most of the year, had lost her only living parent and had gotten heartbroken, she pulled through with a 2.6 GPA and we crossed the stage together. That had been 3 years ago and our friendship was still going strong. Bella had turned her father's bar in to her own and was actually cashing in the dough while I had begun working at a fashion magazine. I did whatever the company needed me to do. That meant that I could be picking out an outfit, booking hotels for models/clients/partners, running papers from one department to the next, physically arranging the models, or doing something as simple as reading over articles and helping with word choice. I was the person who helped you choose between two perfectly identical blue tops. I loved my job. It wasn't what I intended on doing when I went to college, but it had grown on me all the same.

"Want any more?" Bella smirked at me.

"No. No more shots," I laughed.

"Are you sure? They're on me!"

"I'm sure. How are you ever going to make a profit if you're always letting me drink for free anyway?"

"Oh please," Bella laughed and picked up a bottle of vodka and placed it in front of me, "You barely drink. I've wasted more alcohol on the floor than in your shot glasses."

She quickly placed six shot glasses on the table in front of me before filling them with vodka, and then taking a quick swig out of the bottle.

"Match me," she challenged and then quickly downed three, blowing me a quick kiss before jumping across her bar and heading towards a table top.

Toxic was her baby and because Bella was so friendly, no one minded coming around frequently. She had created a large dance floor out to the right with small round tables littering the walls and around the bar area. They were the short of tables that housed four chair comfortably- the short that you had to jump up into the chair to reach. I rolled my eyes and took the three shots before she returned.

"Hey hun, I have a friend that's interested in you," she whipered in my ear from behind me before hopping back over her bar.

"What sort of friend?" I asked.

Bella chucked and grabbed two bottles from a shelf before turning around and lining up some shot glasses for 2 guys that had just approached the bar. They must have been regulars. She filled up their row of shot glasses and then turned back to me, leaning over the bar so she wouldn't have to yell over the music.

"The kind of friend that wants to screw you,"

"Bella!"

"Oh c'mon Rose. We both know you want to. Who was the last guy to get in your bed?"

"Luke," I rolled my eyes.

"And that was what four month again?"

"Six," I corrected, "and nothing is wrong with that."

"Of course not," Bella saw someone in the corner of her eye and rushed away, coming back swiftly with three beers, handing them to someone, pocketing the money and then turning back to me, curtseying, "Sister Rosalind."

"Oh shut up."

"Look, he wants to relieve your pressure and you have pressure to relieve. What's the problem? There are no string attached. Besides, I told him you like to be spanked."

"Bella!" I felt a blush creeping up.

We had long ago decided that what had happened in our college home together, would stay there.

"I'm kidding," she held her hands up, "BUT I can tell him that if you want."

"I don't want."

"Listen hun. I'm not pressuring you, but just know that you have the option. Besides, he's one hell of a cutie and I know you get sick and tired of being Ms. Goody Two-Shoes all the time."

Bella held up her pointer finger to pause me and then rushed to the end of the bar to help someone.

I sighed. She was right. I did get bored with my life and the same old routine. I got bored of waking up, going to work, coming to the bar and then going home alone to watch Game of Thrones and The Tudor and Vampire Diaries. I got tired of eating frozen pizzas. Hell, I didn't have a dog to go home to- besides Bella was my bestfriend and she wouldn't steer me wrong. Bella not only got in to bar fights, but she also invited randoms in to her bed, men and women, and sometimes in numbers that surpassed 1 and 2. Bella was wild,that was for sure, but she was not reckless.

She came back in front of me.

"So who exactly is he?" I asked.

Her smile spread across her face like she was the cat from Alice in Wonderland and she pulled up three more shot glasses.

"I'm not going to tell you. Just know that he is hot and he'll meet you by the bathrooms. You guys can go out the back," she poured alcohol in to the three shot glasses, "for liquid courage," she explained and then laughed a little, "Have fun," she called over her shoulder- already heading towards another customer.

I downed the three shots quickly before making a face and shaking my head. Whatever it was that Bella had just fed me, was in fact gross as shit. I wiggled my way off of the bar stool all the same. I glanced quickly at myself, in one of the mirrors that were behind the bar. My brunette hair was pulled in a messy bun on the top of my head. I had on some jeans with rips in them, a plain black t-shirt and some black boots that laced up to about two inches below my knee. I did not look my most attractive, but there was nothing I could do about it now.

I took a deep breath and then turned the corner. A guy stood against the wall his head down, his fingers gliding over his cell phone screen. I tilted my head slightly to the side and took him in. He was tall- taller than me anyway, with dark blonde/light brown hair and a very nice build. Bella had definitely come through. He was wearing what looked like black suit pants and long sleeved white suit shirt, a plain black tie hung loosely around his neck and speaking of his neck, a tattoo of snakes peaked out from his shirt, climbing up his neck in brilliant reds and greens.

"Nice tattoo," I nodded towards him and he looked up at me.

"Thanks," he motioned for me to come over.

I had done it. I had turned this corner and now there was no turning back. I had done this. I had made this decision… and there was nothing wrong with that. We were two consenting adults. People did this all the time- hell Bella did this all the time. I walked up to him and took a deep breath.

"Nervous?" he challenged me.

There wasn't a smirk after, no chuckle. His gaze was burning me alive as he dropped his phone in to his pocket.

"No," I crossed my arms over my chest.

"Good," he grabbed one of my hands and I could have sworn time paused.

I turned towards the backdoor, but he pulled me in the opposite direction, opening the bathroom door with his other hand without taking his gaze off of me. He walked backwards inside, hitting the light switch and pulling me swiftly in behind him in one quick motion. My heart was pounding through my chest when he walked up to me. He was so close I could have sworn he could hear the blood rushing. He shook his head slowly and then reached behind me, hitting the lock on the bedroom door. I was frozen in place, as he bent down on one knee in front of me. I barely felt like I could handle this one night stand, and yet here I was and to add insult to injury- I was in a bathroom- a public restroom- the bathroom that belonged to my best friend of 7 years. He pulled the string of one of my boots.

"Lift your foot,"

I lifted my foot and he yanked it free of my shoe before discarding it over his shoulder. I was grateful for his instruction. I didn't believe that I could have functioned if he hadn't. Was there protocol to one night stands? Kissing on the mouth seemed intimate for someone you would only sleep with once. He stood about again and held me against the door, his body against mine. I took a deep breath and looked up at him. He looked at me back, licking his lips, and then he unbuttoned my jeans. This was real. This was real and this was happening. It was happening and I was letting it. He tilted his head down and licked my neck, then placed kisses along the trail he'd created. My breath hitched in my throat as I stood there, as still as a statue. He didn't seem to mind. He trailed kisses, back up and then down again before biting me on the neck. What started as a soft bite turned to pain briefly before he released and slid his hand in to underwear. He ran a finger through my folds and my breathing hitched.

"For someone so unresponsive, you sure are wet," He breathed in to my ear before biting me briefly on it, "Do you want to do this or not?"

"Yes."

I was all in at this point. He'd touched my womanhood. He'd gotten me in to a public restroom and there was no going back.

"You sure?" he kissed my neck again.

"Yes."

And then he grabbed my jeans with both of his hands and pulled them down, taking himself with him, landing in a crouching position. I mentally high fived myself for the matching Victoria Secret bra and underwear set that I was wearing.

"Lift your foot," he grabbed the pants leg of my jeans one after the other and then kissed my ankle, trailing kisses up my leg, slow deliberate kisses, that made the skin where his mouth touched tingle. He kissed both side of my hips before running two of his fingers between my legs and then placing a kiss there. He stood back up and undid his cufflinks, all the while watching me, before dropping them in to one of his pockets and walking back up to me. He picked me, and I automatically wrapped my arms around his neck as he swiftly spun me around and sat me in front of the sink.

"Take your underwear off," he took a step back and began rolling up on his shirt sleeves.

I knew that I was blushing. He was going to watch me. At the age of 26 and in a public restroom, that was what I was worried about, him seeing my womanhood, the same exact place he would be penetrating. Now was not the time for me to be a little bitch. I hooked my fingers in to the top of my underwear and shimmied them all the way down before stepping out of them. The way he was watching me was making me all the wetter- like he was the predator and I was the prey. He had a dominating personality. Maybe I needed to be dominated. He closed the small space between us and lifted me on to the bathroom sink by my thighs. He began kissing my neck again, and I gripped on to the sink. This was it. His hands continued to rest of my thighs and he gave them a tight squeeze, before letting one trail down and in to my wetness. He began moving his finger up and down over and over and I could feel myself beginning to soak his fingers. His mouth paused the assault on my neck and he looked down between us, watching where his fingers slipped between my folds and I knew that my breathing was ragged now. He looked up at me and slid a finger inside of me before grabbing my shirt in the other hand and yanking it up, leaving it resting around my neck. He changed his assault with one finger in to two and yanked my bra down, causing my breast to be lifted and pressed together, by my bra straining beneath them, but I couldn't focus on anything except for his fingers working against my sanity. He removed his fingers from me and held them out.

"Taste yourself."

I ran a hand through my hair. I was far too old to be ashamed of my sexual urges. And this was a one night stand. I could do whatever I wanted. I could say whatever I wanted. I would never see this person again. Besides, it was the same thing as receiving oral and then kissing the person that had given it. I open my mouth and he jammed his fingers in to it. I closed my mouth and sucked on them until he pulled them back out. I could have sworn he grinned, for the first time since I'd laid eyes on him, and when he pulled his fingers out of my mouth he grabbed my hands and pulled me to my feet swiftly, before placing a hand on my head and pushing down. I fell to my knees and he unbuttoned his pants. I mentally reminded myself that I could do whatever I wanted. I could abandon all boundaries. When his member sprang from his pants I took a deep breath and he gathered both of my hands in to one of his before jamming himself in to my mouth. My mind was in a million places at once. There was the part of me that wass regretting letting my hair down now. There was the part of me that was focused on the task at hand, licking and sucking to the best of my ability with my lack of hands, the naturally smell of his pheromones and his artificial smell of vanilla entering my nostrils and allowing me to continue soaking myself despite the lack of physical contact I was receiving. And lastly, there was the part of me that was simply mesmerized by this man's cock. It was not only thick and long, but the shaft was smooth and symmetrical and the head was thick and for lack of a better word- pretty. He fucked my face with no concern for my comfort, although he did in turn release my hands, only to grab two hands full of my hair in to a ponytail like grip and control my pace. He jammed himself in to my mouth, hitting the back of my throat and giving me two options, learn to breathe through my nose and take it, or continuously gag. His mouth was planted shut, but I could still hear the animalist groans coming from the back of his throat and that just made me more dedicated.

I wasn't sure how long I was on my knees, sucking and licking and rubbing my hands up and down the part of his stiff, slippery shaft that refused to fit down my throat, before he released my hair, and grabbed me by my shoulders pulling me back up and backing me up to the sink. I didn't need him to lift me this time. I jumped backwards on to it and he briefly lifted an eyebrow before his mouth began to trail all over my body again. His hands roamed my body, toying with my breasts and his mouth left random bites everywhere. I couldn't distinguish which of his bites hurt and which were more of pleasure, but I knew that if he never stopped I would be perfectly okay with that. He placed both of his hands on the inside of my thighs and began rubbing his stiffness against my wetness. I moaned and placed one of my hands on one of his shoulders. He briefly rested his forehead on mine before dipping his head lower and taking one of his nipples in to his mouth. He rubbed his tongue back and forth over it until it reached it's peak and then he switched to the other, now toying with this one between his thumb and forefinger. I couldn't focus anymore. Somewhere between lust and pleasure I had lost my mind. I let my head fall backward against the bathroom mirror and then- someone knocked on the door.

My head snapped up, but he continued the assault on my body. The knock resonated again and it was then that he stood up straight and rain his swollen member over my womanhood two slow times before plunging it in to me. I gasped and he gripped the inside of my thighs and pulled out only to jam himself back in to me. I cried out and he quickly put a hand over my mouth. He leaned his head over my shoulder and I wrapped my arms around his neck. He continued to take himself completely out of me before filling me back just as swiftly as he had retreated. I tried to bite back the cries that escaped my mouth and someone knocked again.

"Shut the fuck up," he groaned in my ear, "Bite my shoulder if you need to."

I let my head fall forward on to his shoulder and he finally stopped completely pulling out of me and found a nice steady rhythm, each thrust matching my moans. The sound of music creeping from under the door began to be met with the sounds of his hip hitting the soft flesh of my ass, the sound of my juices sloshing around his manhood, my moaning in to his shoulder and his groans, each time he impaled himself deeply in to me. His skin was slapping violently against mine as he gripped my thighs so hard I could almost imagine his handprint would be there forever. This stranger that was violently slamming himself in to me made me feel like sex was leaking out of every pore of my being. I could feel my tension building and building, until he pulled completely out of me. I felt empty and I wanted to just grind myself against his manhood, so I tried, but he grabbed my thighs a little harder and shoved me farther back on to the sink.

"Beg," he tilted his forehead on to mine.

I looked back at him, my ragged breathing was attempting to return to normal.

"If you want release, then beg," he groaned in my ear.

He was a stranger. He was a one night stand. I didn't give two fucks what he thought about me after he walked out of this restroom.

"Please," I begged.

"Please what?"

"Fuck me," I grabbed on to his shoulders again.

"Good girl," he smirked and slid himself swiftly back in to me.

We both groaned and he pried my arms from his shoulders and planted my hands on either side of the sink. He found his rhythm again sliding in and out of me, again and again and again, his hands were gripping my breast and curse words flowed out of his mouth. I had been talked dirty to, but this- this was different and it only added to our sex. There was something primal and amazing in being dominated. His hand reached down between us and he rubbed on my already overstimulated clit and then I felt it. I could feel myself tightening around him and I let my head fall back against the mirror once more. I started attempting to meet him now, grinding up against where our bodies met. This was different. This was a whole new sensation. He could not stop now. I was too close. Everything began to shrink around him and then BOOM. There were stars in my vision and curse words just began flowing out of my mouth. Instead of slowing down, he slammed one of his hands over my mouth and used the other one to massage one of his breast. I could feel his manhood swell inside of me, but he continued to slam mercilessly in to me. My whole body started to shake and I knew that my hands couldn't grip the sink for much longer. I attempted to brace myself against his chest, but he instantly grabbed my hands and planted them back in to the same place.

"Don't fucking touch me," he choked out between groans.

And my body began to erupt again. His hold on me tightened and this time he groaned and bit on my neck, as his warm groan enveloped me. He paused inside of me and I let out air that I didn't know I had been holding. Two back to back orgasms had basically just wrecked my mind frame. I ran a hand through my hair and he slipped himself out of me, before yanking me off of the sink. My legs felt like they were made of jello as he reached around me and turned on the sink. He pulled some paper towels from the roll and cleaned himself off, before even acknowledging me again.

"Clean yourself off," he instructed and pushed himself back in to his pants.

I followed his lead. What the fuck was my problem? I was so stupid. What we had just done was dirty and in a club bathroom. I put a hand on both sides of the sink and took a deep breath. He walked to the bathroom door.

"I'll lock the door behind me," he assured, "Fix your running make up while you're in here too."

"Right. Okay."

And just like that he was gone.

I wasn't sure how long I was in the bathroom, cleaning myself up, pulling my clothes back on and then fixing my makeup before I returned to the bar. As soon as I sat down Bella met me.

"What happened to you?" she asked.

"What?" I faked innocence.

"My friend waited for you and you never showed. Did you change your mind?"

"What are you talking about?" I hopped in to a chair.

"I mean he waited there for a while, Rose. He even thought you were in the bathroom sick or something so he told me he knocked on the lady's room door, but no one answered."

I reached over the bar and grabbed a bottle before tilting my head back and gulping some of whatever it was down. I was a slut. I had just had sex in a bathroom with someone whose name I did not know- and it wasn't because of Bella. I had approached a completely unknown man an then begged him to fuck me on a sink. Unprotected. Ohmygod. We'd had unprotected sex. I palmed my face.

"Are you okay?" Bella asked.

"Yeah," I lied, "I just want to drink."

I was not about to tell Bella about this. She would have a heart attack… besides the fact that this was completely embarrassing.

"Well that I can help you with," she smiled at me and began lining up shot glasses again.

I ran a hand through my hair and then quickly tied it up with the hair tie that was now around my wrist. God, I was fucking stupid.


	3. Chapter 3

**Emmett P.O.V**

_Life doesn't always go according to plan. –unknown_

I sat in my car for a good ten minutes before I realized that I had done it. I had finally lost my fucking mind. I rolled my window down a little and pulled open my glove compartment pulling out the pack of cigarettes that Jasper normally left there. I quickly pulled one from the pack and sat it in my mouth, before throwing the pack on to my passengers' seat and digging in my door for a lighter. My phone lit up in my peripheral view and I turned my head back towards the club. I had slept with Carlisle's perfect, precious princess. I had violated his trust, and his daughter. I lit the cigarette and mentally shook myself. Everything was fine though. She didn't know who I was. She never had. I'd be running around for her dad for about nine years and I'd never even come face to face with her. There was no reason for that to change now. My ability to protect Rosalie wasn't just thrown to the wind because I'd fucked her. Hell, I'd fucked quite a couple of people. I started my car and began down the street and towards my house.

The house I occupied was out in the hills. It was one of those places that you'd expect to see on movies where the nice lawyers lived and there were the younger middle aged women running down the street with their German Shepherds. However, I didn't stay towards the bottom with the nice families. I stayed more towards the top of the hills, in a two story. When Carlisle began the two story it was intended on becoming a sort of high price apartment duplex. In the end, he had decided that it was more trouble than it was worth after already completely renovating the bottom. The building ended up being a sort of apartment area on the bottom floor, although it gave off more of a hotel feel, complete with a doorman and a pool out in the back overlooking a pretty great view. By the time he got to renovating the top floor his patience had reached his end, so he made two extra large complexes, one on each side of the hall. The half that occupied the left part of the upstairs was nothing. It was a large room with uncomplete flooring and was actually a complete waste of potential. However, the right side was occupied by me. I'd put my own money and ideas in to it and Carlisle had made it in to exactly what I wanted. It was a pretty open space. You would walk in and be faced with a large kitchen area to your right equipped with all of the newest appliance equipment and a bar like area diving what was wooden flooring and my tan carpet. Off to the left was three sides of a square made up of sofas with a nice sized tv finishing the square off. There were also two bedroom, a bathroom and a half and a study.

When I entered my home from the hallway I felt her presence at once.

"Where the hell were you?!" Alice half shrieked.

"God Alice!" I flipped the light switch on and walked in swiftly, kicking the door shut behind me.

My twin sat on my bar like counter, her feet in one of the chairs next to it. Alice and I were twins, I the first born of us. She was my better half. She had the mouth of a sailor and a heart of ice, which was actually hilarious considering the fact that she looked like a kindergarten teacher. Alice was short- maybe 5'1 with deep brown hair that she liked to keep short and big brown eyes. She was a little lanky. We'd both been that way once, but when I'd hit my growth spur and added on a good 4/5 inches and about 50 pounds- maybe more she'd stayed exactly the same. So, while I was out in the gym attempting to tone my new found sculpture, Alice was practicing her sharp shooting. Alice was the only person that could tug on my heart strings.

"What are you doing here?" I walked over to my fridge and yanked it open.

"I was waiting for you, Bear."

Bear. Oh God.

"Right," I grabbed a water out and closed the fridge back before walking around the island and to my couch collapsing on to it.

"Where were you?" Alice questioned, jumping from my counter and walking over to me.

"I was at a bar."

"Tailing Rosalie?"

"Yes, tailing Rosalie," I flipped up my remote from the coffee table and put the tv on.

"Emmett," she snatched the remote from my hand and turned it back off, "this is serious."

"What?" I turned towards her and popped the top off of my water bottle.

"The last time you texted me, you told me that you'd spotted someone. You said that. Do you remember saying that?"

"I remember saying that," I acknowledged before taking a quick gulp of water

"You told me you were going to take care of it and then you vanished," Alice started to talk faster, "You vanished off of the damn face of the Earth and I called. I called you Emmett. I called and I texted and I called Jasper and he called you and he texted and you didn't answer. You didn't answer," she repeated kneeling in front of me and grabbing my free hand in to both of hers, "Are you okay?"

"I'm fine," I reached over her shoulder and sat my bottle of water down before placing my other hand on hers, "Everything is fine, Alice. I am fine. Rosalie is fine. You are fine."

She nodded and then licked her lips and nodded again.

Alice wasn't always this clingy. She had gotten much better after she'd met Jasper, but sometimes she worried and that was normal. We had, had a very traumatizing childhood, which ended up with Alice and I running around the streets homeless. We were fourteen when we first started our journey alone. That was when I started selling drugs and Alice had started- doing other things, things that I had tried to make her understand that she didn't need to do. Alice was a warrior. She was the one out of the both of us that took care of us in those beginning years. Alice was the one that prostituted herself out when my drug peddling hadn't made quite enough money. She was the one that stayed up during the nights so I could sleep in whatever corner of the alley we occupied that night. She was the one that accompanied me on every drug transaction and she was quick to pick up the nearest object and beat the shit out of anyone that intended to hurt or separate us. Alice was the reason we were still alive. We'd had a rough year.

We were fifteen when we came across Jasper. He was another street kid- another runaway. He'd seen Alice in all of her fury, roughing someone up who had attempted to shorten me when Jasper had come across us. He'd basically fallen in love with her at first sight. The guy had run out of the alley and Jasper had walked in. Naturally, Alice had asked him what the fuck he wanted and Jasper had simply said you. Our duo immediately became three… and Jasper was good at things that Alice and I were not. He was good at pickpocketing. He also had a million dollar mouthpiece that he actually ended up teaching us.

Alice and I were 16- Jasper 15 when Carlisle came across us. Long story short, Carlisle was our savior. He'd put the three of us in a crummy one bedroom at first, but it wasn't the streets. In return, he made me run some work for him. He saw something different in all of us. While he had me out in the gym with some of his other guys, he had Alice waiting tables in a small little dinner he owned in a upper part of town. Jasper had been put on shadowing. He rode around with some of Carlisle's people and watched other people. He used Jasper for tailing because the way Jasper could always make quick friends. That meant Jasper could easily befriend anyone Carlisle needed him too. Carlisle paid us for what we did, more than we deserved honestly. Alice was easily making $200 a week waiting tables, five hours a day, three days a week. We weren't stupid. We knew that was double what she was supposed to make, but we chalked it up to the fact that Carlisle adored Alice- which he did. So on top of putting us in a nice one bedroom, with the necessities he also paid us for our work and paid the bills for our one bedroom. It was a dream came true. I was still selling drugs sure, but Alice wasn't out tricking anymore. We were all safe from the elements. Our life went on like that for a year until Carlisle felt we were old enough to do something different. By then Alice and I were 17 and Jasper 16. That was when Carlisle started letting me go off on more sensitive runs. He had Alice visiting this tutor woman out in the middle of nowhere, that helped her with her education- which she naturally passed along to Jasper and I. Carlisle deemed it was unacceptable for a woman to be out in this world with no education. He stressed it. That was also the year that he put us in to a three bedroom. From there, there was no place to go but up. We started molding our crafts. I wasn't just hitting the gym anymore, I was taking boxing and martial arts. Alice was at the shooting range almost every other day. Jasper was always on his computer, knocking coffee back, researching, and learning. Carlisle molded us. He taught us about strength and timing. However, Alice and Jasper didn't really get to shine until Alice turned 20 and Jasper 21. Jasper was officially free to shadow on his own and Carlisle let Alice get a gun in her hands. He had avoided it for 5 years because the front lines was not for a young lady, especially one as sweet as Alice. Or at least, that's what he thought until he saw her out there. Alice and I were 24 before we finally decided to separate. She and Jasper got themselves a nice house in the suburbs, and me, I ended up here. Jasper was always put on Carlisle's more sensitive shadow missions. Hell, he'd shadowed Rosalie for nearly three years, before I'd taken over last month. Alice had also gotten a higher rank, although Carlisle still tried to keep her out of danger, which usually meant that she was accompanying him and several other men. Yeah, we had dedicated 9 years to Carlisle, but he had dedicated them right back. There was no telling where we would have been in Carlisle hadn't found us. We owed him everything. Alice adored him. Shit, who could blame her?

"Where's Jasper?" I asked and gave the couch area next to me two taps.

"He's asleep. I drank him under the table," she admitted.

"Poor thing," I half laughed.

Alice looked down at the carpet and then sat back on her feet. She'd been having nightmares again. She'd always had them. They were much less frequent now, but when they did happen, sometimes Jasper just couldn't do it for her. Yeah, she loved him and he worshipped the ground she walked on, but he wasn't there for the things I was there for. He knew. We'd told him. There were no secrets between the three of us. That was our motto. Bur physically, it was just she and I. I got up and stretched.

"It's pretty late," I looked at my wrist before realizing I didn't have a watch on.

I hoped she hadn't noticed and walked back over to my kitchen area as she remained sitting on the floor. I popped open a cabinet and got a mug, pouring a few things in to it and then getting milk to add.

"You can sleep over if you want," I volunteered.

"Really?" she looked over at me.

Sometimes even I was fooled by Alice's ice cold bitch routine, but on nights like this she was the same broken Alice in the alleyway.

"Yeah, and hey I even fixed you some milk."

Alice pulled herself up and walked over to the island picking up the mug and smiling meekly at me before throwing her head back and chugging it down.

"Are you ever going to tell me what's in this?" she asked setting the empty mug back on the island.

"No," I chuckled, "And don't leave your shit laying around. It makes me twitchy," I picked the mug up and tossed it in to the sink behind me.

"Oh shut up, Emmett. We're having a sleepover!" she cheered and then took off towards my bedroom.

Perfect. I wouldn't be getting any sleep tonight. However, she would be. I'd always spiked her milk. It was the only way to get her to rest sometimes. I dragged myself to my room where Alice was already beneath my blanket, sitting up smiling excitedly. I yanked my dress shirt over my head and yanked open my top drawer getting a muscle shirt and some shorts. I yanked the top on and then retreated back in to the hall to change my pants.

When I walked back in Alice shook her head and rolled her eyes.

"I've seen guys in boxers before," Alice said snidely.

"You're my sister and that's gross," I laughed and sat on the opposing side of the bed.

"I'm your WOMBmate," she corrected.

Alice loved to underline that we were closer than regular siblings. We had shared womb and trauma and a street corner at one time. We definitely weren't normal siblings. I collected some pillows from by my feet and stood them between Alice and I before I got fully in the bed.

"Really Emmett?" she asked.

I could hear the arm crossing in her voice.

"Yes, you're half of a person and you take up ¾ of the bed. I also don't want to get punched in my sleep."

I laid on my back and waited for a smart ass reply that never came and just like that she was fast asleep. I would fix my little mishap. I had to. Alice had always taken care of me. It was my turn to take care of her now. I would get my shit together, for her, and Jasper, for our family.


	4. Chapter 4

**Rosalie P.O.V**

"_Sometimes when you lose your way, you find YOURSELF." ― Mandy Hale, The Single Woman: Life, Love, and a Dash of Sass_

I took half of a vacation day the next morning, not because I was distraught or anything, but because I needed to go for a checkup immediately. I was still on birth control from college, so that was a small positive, but birth control did not prevent STDs, STDs that I did in fact show up negative for. I didn't mention anything to Bella either. I was not a careless person. I did not have one night stands in bathrooms unprotected… except for the fact that I had.

After my appointment, I showed up to work promptly at 1 and was immediately trailed from my departure of the elevator, by one of my co-workers, Angela. She walked up to me quickly, a binder in hand.

"How are you feeling?" she asked casually, pulling the binder open.

"Fine, thanks."

"That's great. I'm glad to see you back so soon. This place can't run without you," she half laughed, "We have four outfits that need to be looked over and 50 photos from last week's photo shoot that need to be narrowed down immediately. The budget for this month's magazines' covers is in your email for approval and that needs to be done tonight. The first day of casting models was a total bust. We just got several new pieces that need to be approved. We also need your proposal for your editorial piece anddd your father called- twice."

I paused and she stopped immediately after me.

"I'll deal with all of that," I took the binder from her hands and smiled quickly, before turning back to the direction my office was in and partially sprinting to it.

My office was on the fourth floor of the five story building. It was made up of burgundy carpet, floor to ceiling windows, towards the back and the basics of an office. There was a bookshelf to the left. The center of the room was where a desk sat. The desk was almost always covered with binders and swatches and sticky notes. It was also where my office phone was housed. Against the wall was another desk, but this one was more of a computer holder. It was one of those desks with a built in compartment for a printer and several cubby looking components at the top. I collapsed in to my rolling chair that was always housed comfortably between the two so that I could turn from one desk to another and picked up my office phone. I dialed my father's number quickly and put the phone to my ear, holding it in both hands.

My dad answered on the second ring, "Hello?"

"Dad! Is mom okay?" I blurted out.

"Yes, of course!"

I let out a large amount of air and collapsed backwards in to my chair, allowing one of my hands to fall off of the phone.

"That's great, dad. Is there a reason you called twice?"

"Yes- yes there was Rose sweetheart. I'm having a gathering tonight- a couple of old acquaintances and some new ones. It'll be a couple of powerful men and their wives. Hell, maybe even their kids."

"What does that mean for me?" I spun my chair around and powered on my computer.

"I need you to host tonight, keep the women occupied while the men and I handle business."

"You have ladies around you all day. They'd be happy to host."

"I didn't ask them- I asked you."

"I have a lot of work to get done," I spun around again and picked back up Angela's binder, sitting it in my lap and opening it.

"You are my only daughter. You carry my blood. It needs to be you."

"I understand. It's tradition. Nothing is more sacred to family but-"

"But they won't respect anyone else."

"I'm sure that's not true." I grabbed up a pen and spun back to my computer.

"Wear a dress and be here for 7:30."

"Dad-"

"Guest will arrive at 8."

"Dad-"

"I'll see you then."

"Dad!"

Annnd he hung up. Beautiful. I ran a hand through my hair. This was fine. I could handle this. Nothing else could go wrong. I signed in to my laptop and cracked my knuckles, before grabbing some sticky notes from beside my computer monitor.

The day was rough to say the least. I created the month's budget and then spent the rest of my day running from the fifth floor which was the official fashion department to the third floor which was housed by our writers. The floors of the building were arranged by importance, the least important on the 1st floor and the most on the 5th. The first floor in fact wasn't even really worked on. The first floor was more like a lobby. There was a television room, a few bathrooms, and a long spread of food, that was changed basically six times a day. The only people who really worked on the first floor pertained to food. There was a constant bustling that was associated with the first floor, either you were rushing to work or you were rushing to get food to return to work.

The second floor of the building was cubicles and cubicles of people answering phones. Our calls had to go somewhere before they were patched through. Without an extension your call automatically went to the 2nd floor where if they deemed you important enough to interrupt the higher ups you would be patched through. If they did not, they would take a message and have it emailed up. The second floor was not a very private work place. People were divided in cubicles, sure but it still just seemed crowded. Our friendliest partners were on that floor, the one with the white carpet and no private offices.

The third floor was dedicated to the editorial department. It was a floor much like the one I worked on, except the elevator created some sort of invisible line. Everyone on the third floor who worked to the right of the elevator worked on the written part of magazine. They were the writers, editors and idea givers of the company. To the left of the elevator were the visual people. They were the ones that chose models and then sent them to us for approval. They were the people that took the 300 photos from a shoot and turned them in to a simple 50 before they were sent to "the powers that be". They were the people that drew out clothing designs and developed pictures. They were photographers, artists and dreamers. The entire third floor was taken up by passionate, creative talent and when you walked on to the floor, you understood that. The carpet was yellow, bright yellow. The smell of paint was always in the air and every once in a while someone would run up to you and ask your opinion on a color or picture or a change of word choice and then they would run off again. It wasn't unusual to enter the floor and be met with a mix of nearly 12 different songs, because everyone happened to listen to their own music when they were chasing their muse. The floor was what happiness would look like if it wasn't a feeling.

The fourth floor was designated to people like me. We were the floor that did what needed to be done. We were the people directly below the head of the company. We were the people that could do any of the previously named jobs. We were the people that made sure all of the other floors had what they needed to be successful. We were the floor with accountants, booking agents and distribution moguls. We were the floor that went out and chose colors for fabrics and then had them ordered at the best price for the best quality. We were the people that approved of the third floor. They would sketch or choose a model or write an article, and then it would come to us in order for us to approve and send it to the main boss, but we also took care of them in exchange. If they wanted a newer better paint or imported paper or a pink that matched the color of their highlights for the week it was our job to find what they needed. We were the floor that could spent the day dressing models, or fetching coffee for the models. We were the people pleasers.

The fifth floor however, was the floor that made everything real. Sure the fourth floor approved the clothes and the models. We approved the photographers… but the fifth floor was where the models were dressed in what we chose. It was where our magazine was all tied together. It was there that the articles and pictures were all put together and a rough draft of our magazine was put out. It was there that we would dress models and send them to our boss to be approved or denied. It was where our creations were made physical. They weren't just fabric or drawing or an outfit or a person with features we enjoyed, it was art. It became our livelihood. It was something that we had all come up with. It was where each month's issue was born.

My day was busy to say the least. I was constantly running back and forth- to the point where I had to put on a pair of tennis but at the end of the day I was still walking out of my office and locking the door behind me at 7. By then the 1st and 2nd floor were already completely dormant. The other three floors had slowed down significantly since the departure of the owner of the magazine.

My father had told me to dress nice. However, he had also told me to get to the house by 7:30 so I ended up heading straight to the home he and my mother shared from work. I had worn a simple black dress to work that stopped at my fingertips with some matching black heels. My hair was in a donut on my head, even though I was sure stray strands were falling.

When I pulled up to the house there were men standing outside, three of them to be exact. It was 7:24. I took my extra 6 minutes to apply some lipstick and eyeliner and let my bun loose before climbing out of my car and going to the front door. I didn't knock. Instead I just pushed the door open. My father didn't "summon" me very often, but when Carlisle called and told you to come over, you went. My parents lived in the middle of nowhere. They liked to be away from everyone. I hadn't decided if it was that way because they disliked people or because it made it easier to spot your enemies coming with nothing but open field around you.

"I'm home!" I called and stepped inside, pushing the door closed behind me.

"Darling!" my mother, Esme called from the top of their spiral staircase, a wine glass in one of her hands, "I'm so glad to see you!"

"Mom! You're out of bed?" I quickly took the steps, two at a time to reach her.

Esme was a strong woman, mentally and emotionally. She had to be when being married to my father. He was a man surrounded by sin and pain and yet she'd dealt with all of it. She had always been my father's rock- up until she'd gotten extremely sick during my high school years. The doctors hadn't given her much time, but yet here I was 10 years later and she was still alive and kicking. It was amazing what money could do. My mother, however, was very much at peace with her impending fate. She had lived longer than she expected- and she always stated that her disease was her punishment for all the horrible things that she and my father had done to so many people.

I embraced my mother and then gave her a once over. Her hair was free, flowing around her and she was dressed in a lovely white dress with interesting beading at the top and that stopped at her knees and some silver heels.

"I'm happy to see you Rose, honey. Your father is in his study. He has guests," she explained.

"It's fine," we kissed each other's cheek before I grabbed her wine glass, "You shouldn't be drinking," I laughed.

"It's not the alcohol that has me feeling down these days," Esme sighed, "Walk with me," she tilted her head towards the stairs and I nodded.

"Your father and I are getting older, dear. You understand that, right?"

"Of course. Everyone gets older," I started down the stairs with my mother on my heels.

"Well, were you aware that your father got shot?"

"No, I was not," I said calmly, without looking back.

It was not the first time that my father had been injured in his "line of business".

"Well, he was and he's being feeling very- human lately."

I chucked although I knew exactly what she meant. My father was a reckless man. He spoke and acted before fully thinking. I reached the bottom of the stairs and stepped out of my mother's way before offering her my hand to help her down the last three steps.

"So he wants to see his perfect princess?" I joked.

"Yes," Esme said flatly and then motioned towards the kitchen area.

I followed.

"Your father wants to leave a legacy for you and whatever grandchildren we may get one day," my mother raised an eyebrow and we both laughed as we entered the kitchen and she began opening cabinets.

"I expected as much," I admitted, "So why does my father need to see me?"

"Well, he has a bullet in his arm my love," she said pulling out a wine bottle and then slamming the cabinet shut, "He's realizing that he's getting older and he won't live forever. So, while this whole meeting is very much important in assuring your future, he also just wanted you around. You're never around," she collected a glass from the dish drainer.

"I'm sorry that I don't come around," I admitted, taking a sip out of the glass I'd collected from her, "Work is just really hectic sometimes."

"Oh God, Rose," Esme took a sip from her glass, "You're still doing that?"

"Working? Yes mother I am."

"Why?" she started towards the dinning room and I followed.

"I enjoy my job. I enjoy the people and the work and the money."

"Financially you don't have to work. I don't know why you would."

"So that I can be financially stable. Dad's money won't last forever,"

My mom chuckled at me as we finally entered the dining room, where a woman, most likely their maid of the month, was setting their long dinner table.

"We both know you have more money in your account than you could spend in your whole life," she said quietly.

"Well I'll leave it for those grandkids you're always mentioning,"

"Of course," Esme smiled at me before handing me her glass and walking over to some flowers sitting by the opposing door frame.

"Mom, don't fight me on my job, okay? I like it."

"Okay," she nodded and began pulling some dead flowers out of her plant, "as long as you're happy honey. That's all that matters. Susan honey!" she called and maid #2 entered from the door opposite of us and swiftly walked up to her, "We need new plants," she explained and handed the dead ones to her, "Do something with these. Thank you."

"So mom, if I'm set for life why is dad holding this meeting? He obviously doesn't need any financial aid."

"He wants to announce a successor," she said and waved the maid, Susan away before walking back over to me taking both of the glasses out of my hand, "and you look tired, sweetheart. Fix it."

"Well I did come here straight from work," I sighed and ran a hand through my hair.

"Tsk, tsk Rosalind. What do we say about excuses?" my mom asked, drinking from one of the glasses in her hand.

"Excuses are tools of incompetence used to build monuments of nothing and those whom use excuses are nothing."

"Exactly," she paused as someone rang the doorbell, "I'll greet the guest and you- you do something about your appearance. Look like you want to be here, okay?"

"Yes ma'am," I took a deep breath and let myself out of the back door before circling around the hall and taking the stairs two at a time. I let myself in to my childhood bedroom and lightly closed the door, before looking at myself in the full length mirror that was housed on the back of my room door. My mother was right. I looked how I felt, drained and agitated. I retreated to my bathroom and opened the bottom of the sink, pulling out a makeup bag. I did an entire face of makeup this time, making sure that the bags that were under my eyes were no longer as noticeable. I combed my hair so that it now looked like a sleek wave going down my back, than a curly mess of bedhead and then I let myself back out of my old bedroom and headed towards the stairs. My father's "get together" was in full swing by then. He liked people that were on time. This was a good sign. When I reached the bottom I scanned the room. My mother was nowhere to be found, which meant she was most likely entertaining the children. That was her favorite part of all this. The area around the staircase and I was sure the kitchen, dining room and living room were all littered with people, well dressed men and women attempting to schmooze my father in to going in to business with them. And speaking of the devil, he appeared as if on cue.

"Princess!" Carlisle embraced me and then looked me up and down, "You look beautiful."

"Thank you, daddy," I smiled an actual genuine smile.

I had always been closer to my father than my mother which an outsider would have been surprised by.

"How are you?" I asked.

"What are you talking about?" he kissed me on the cheek.

"Oh just that," I motioned to his arm that was in a sling.

My father had on an all-black suit with a matching sling, a gray undershirt and a gray and black tie that I knew my mom had to have picked out.

"A simple scratch," he shrugged.

"Dad- you can't-"

"Meet my successor," he interrupted and made a come here gesture to someone over my shoulder.

"Dad-"

"Emmett, this is my daughter Rosalind. Rose this is Emmett,"

I rolled my eyes but turned around anyway.

"Nice to meet-" my voice paused in my throat as I came face to face with him- my father's successor who had just had my ass planted in a club sink as he fucked me just a night ago, "you," I finished lamely, "You can call me Rose. Everyone except my parents do."

We shook hands and my dad smiled at me and then Emmett.

"George! Good to see you, you son of a bitch!" my dad said and then patted Emmett on the back before retreating to talk to someone else.

I looked Emmett up and down. He had on a dark blue suit, with a black undershirt, no tie. His neck tattoo still glistened and he walked up to me, closing the small gap between us in a few seconds. I looked up at him and he grabbed my arm and led me around the staircase and in to a small half bathroom that rested between the dining room and the living room, quickly locking the door behind us.

"You work for my father!" I half shrieked.

"Stop," he said calmly and leaned against the bathroom door as if I would try to make a run for it.

"And your idea to get his good graces was to have SEX with his DAUGHTER?" I rubbed my temples.

I was never supposed to see this guy again, but all the same I couldn't push off the feeling that I may have been a little excited that I did see him.

"I'm going to need you to keep your fucking voice down, princess," he hissed.

"Or what?" I crossed my arms over my chest, "Last time I checked you were standing in a bathroom that belonged to my parents. You work for my family. You don't get to call the shots, sweetheart."

A brief flare of anger flashed over his face and I knew he wasn't used to being talked back to. I considered the chances that he would risk his life and break my neck in the bathroom.

"Look, what happened between us wasn't supposed to happen, okay?" he said slowly as if speaking to a child.

"Are you clean?!" I blurted it out.

"Can you PLEASE shut the FUCK up? You are loud!" he hissed, "And yes I am clean."

"Because we didn't use a condom you dumb ass,"

He rolled his eyes at me.

"I'm perfectly clean," he repeated, "I like my dick, okay? I'd like to keep having the ability to use it. My dick is taken better care of than most people, ok?"

"But you're out fucking random people without protection?" I scoffed.

"I don't fuck random bitches without protection, okay?" he snapped, "I just fucked you without protection."

"Yeah, because you just want to have unprotected sex with your boss' daughter and take advantage of her."

"Are you fucking kidding me?" he half laughed, "Took advantage of? You? Please!" he waved me off, "Last time I checked I was leaning against a wall making sure you didn't leave with a fucking serial killer and you came on to me," he closed the gap between us, forcing me up against the back of the bathroom.

We were already in an extremely limited space. His artificial smell of vanilla mixed with the slight smell of cigarette smoke entered my nose and I wasn't sure why my mouth went dry. He grabbed my waist and then lifted me on to the counter opposite of the toilet.

"You fucking begged me to fuck you," he underlined placing a hand on each of my legs, sending electricity to all the right parts of me, "You wanted me to fuck you. You wanted to suck me up and you liked every second of it," he pried my legs apart and my breathing hitched as he stood between my legs, a hand on each of my hips, "And if I wanted to fuck you now, in your parent's house you would probably let me," he slid a hand beneath my dress and ran a finger over my underwear line, "So stop acting all high and mighty," he pulled away as quickly as he had invaded my space, "because at the end of the day yeah your dad might be mad I fucked you- but you let me. I didn't force you to let me fuck the shit out of you, okay?"

I hopped off of the counter, my heart in my throat.

"So keep your little sex chronicles to yourself," he unlocked the bathroom door, "princess."

He rolled his eyes and then bowed to me and let himself out as I continued to stand there dumbfounded. That pompous asshole. And the worst part? If he wanted to fuck me in this bathroom, I probably really would have let him. What was wrong with me? I took a deep breath. I didn't like him. I was lusting behind him and that was something that could be ignored. If anything, I was just lusting after his vulgar-ness. I was raised as my dad's perfect princess. No one ever cursed at me or talked to me the way that Emmett had. It was exciting because it was different. It was exciting because it wasn't vanilla. He was strong willed and he seemed like he could control me in the aspect I wanted to be controlled in- the bedroom. He was that strong personality that wouldn't let me run him over, but all the same he worked for my father and I didn't want the issues associated with that. I had seen too much heartbreak with my mother. My father was a wanderer while my mother held down the fort. There were weeks when she wouldn't hear from him at all and that was not a life that I wanted for myself. Besides, my father would never allow it.

I took a deep breath and smoothed my dress down. I would have to deal with this. Emmett was obviously a fixture in my father's life. Besides, I had gone God knows how long without meeting him, what were the chances that I would meet him again? The thought was both a relief and a pain. I needed us to go back to strangers, but I had a name for his face now- the guy who I'd imagined in my bed most of the morning and the night after we had sex. I wouldn't have minded a repeat, but there was no way that, that was going to happen or could or even should. I couldn't deal with this right now- these conflicting thoughts. I needed to focus on the task at hand. I just needed to get through this night. I licked my lips and ran a hand through my hair before letting myself out of the bathroom and heading back to the party.


	5. Chapter 5

**Emmett's P.O.V**

_You asked me if I would give my life for you and I said no… because if the time was to ever come when our lives were at risk I would be strong enough to save us both. –unknown_

Rosalie was cute today to say the least. She'd actually brushed her hair, not that it mattered. She avoided me like the plague.

I was okay with that. I stood next to Alice most of the night. She had worn a dark blue dress, that matched my suit perfectly, and some black heels, to match her black choker and earrings. Jasper had worn the opposite of what I'd worn. He had on a black suit with a dark blue undershirt, but unlike me he actually had a tie on. Jasper spent most of the party in a corner, watching Esme. He was one of the two people on her protection team for the night, which was ironic since he didn't take much part in the "action". Alice spent most of the time whispering to me, critiquing people, explaining to me who hated who and why. I spent a lot of time chuckling at her and discretely watching Rosalie watch us. It was funny actually, that she was jealous of the girl constantly leaning over and whispering me- my sister.

Alice was going on and on about someone's shoes that were just "to die for" when I heard Rose's laugh for what seemed like the first time that night.

Alice nudged me and leaned over, "That's Seth Clearwater," she nodded a little towards Rosalie and I assumed she meant the guy whispering in her ear, "Both of his parents died recently from mysterious circumstances, if you know what I mean," she took a sip out of a champagne flute in her hand.

"So he just came in to a lot of money," I finished for her.

"Yep. Carlisle is looking for dear old Seth to become his son-in-law," Alice whispered in my ear and then turn to someone I didn't recognize, moving on to a new subject just as fast.

I took him in. Seth was okay. He wasn't big and bulky, but he wasn't skinny and lanky either. I was probably taller than him. He had shaggy black hair and well, there wasn't much to him besides that. He looked Indian maybe, brown eyes, not a real distinguished nose. He just looked average. Rosalie was fixing his tie now and he was laughing about something she'd said. He was an ass kisser. She wasn't that damn funny. Rosalie caught sight of me and dropped his tie, smiling tightly at him and then turning towards her mother. Poor kid looked dejected for a minute, before he turned to the person to his left and began talking to them. Damn. I made her feel that uncomfortable. That was amusing. I felt Alice tense up next to me and I turned my head to her instantly. Alice had a 6th sense. She swore she could sense the energy in the room and Jasper and I had every reason to believe her. She was looking around quickly, probably counting the men that were standing against two of the four walls. Some of them were protection for Carlisle and some of the others worked for the other families. Alice let out a loud cough and Jasper paused mid-sentence to Carlisle from where the two of them stood and turned his attention to me. Alice wasn't clumsy.

"Alice-" I grabbed her arm and leaned in to her, "Is everyth-"

And there was a gunshot, one single gunshot.

Time froze. My first instinct was Alice. Jasper and I both moved to get her out of the door at the same time, but she was already moving. Her first instinct was Carlisle and she was to him, her gun from her leg hoister drawn in a few seconds or so. She was fast. Extremely. Everyone was in motion then.

"Alice!" I called her name as she was scanning the people rushing around.

"Rosalie!" Carlisle yelled from where he stood, a gun in his non-injured hand.

Of fucking course. Esme was being dragged to the nearest door and Rosalie was still crouched by the staircase with Seth. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. I half jogged through the chaos that was now the Cullen's home, my heart racing. I snatched her arm away from the little Clearwater boy and yanked her to her feet and then rushed her through the nearest door- which led to the kitchen, and out of the back door.

"My mom!" Rosalie said, as we half ran through the darkness.

"She's not my problem," I said, "I'm your babysitter. She has two of her own and so does your father."

"So you're going to leave them?!"

"Why are you always so damn loud?" I snapped, dragging her towards my car that was parked closer to the road, "Don't you like living?"

She didn't answer so I took that to mean that she did, before grabbing her and throwing her over my shoulder. Her half jog was more like a fast walk and the last thing I needed was for Carlisle's daughter to get shot in her fucking face while I was on watch. I picked up my speed and quickly got to my car, unlocking it and swiftly forcing her in to the passenger's seat before hurrying to the driver's side and letting myself in. She didn't open her mouth again until we were on the main road.

"Where are we going?" she asked.

"We're going to the next state," I said.

"Excuse me?" her voice hitched a little.

"You heard me," I reached for my radio and turned the volume up.

I didn't have time to argue back and forth with her right now. I checked my rear view mirror before making a sharp right. Three Days Grace lyrics poured out of my speaker for a solid two minutes before Rosalie lowed it again.

"What's in the next state?" she asked.

"A little house where you will be staying for the next week."

"I can't pack up and leave the state for a week!" she snapped.

God. She was so annoying, not all the time really. She was only annoying when she opened her mouth and words came out.

"I have strict instructions from your father," I loudened the radio back.

She lowed it again.

"You haven't spoken to him."

"We have meetings. This was pre-planned. It was discussed and agreed on by both of your parents," I loudened the music.

She lowed it.

"You realize I'm 26 and I don't do everything my parents say, right?"

"You understand your dad would kill me if I didn't right?" I took a deep breath, "Look, you'll be in a nice little beach house. Use some vacation days, catch some rays and you'll be back before you know it."

She seemed satisfied with that answer. She finally raised the volume of my music back and leaned back in to her seat, sighing and looking out of the window.

When we got to the beach house Rosalie was sound asleep. I didn't blame her. She'd gotten up at around 7 in the morning and she hadn't stopped since. It was nearly 3 in the morning now. I still hadn't heard from Alice or Jasper- but the night was still young. I parked in the parking area color coded for the small beach house we would be renting and nudged Rosalie.

"Hmmm?" she asked groggily.

Her head was leaned against the car window, her deep brunette hair casting a shadow around most of her face. Her ballerina long legs, peaked from under her black dress, most likely from her moving around in her seat.

"Get up. We need to move around," I pushed my door open and she opened her eyes finally.

Rosalie looked at me and then blinked a couple of times, before looking around her and then rubbing her eyes. She was definitely lost. She yawned and stretched and then let out a few more blinks, sniffing and wiping one of her eyes.

"What are we doing?" she asked and pushed her door open.

"We're going to the trunk and then inside. You can go right back to sleep."

"Okay," she nodded and climbed out.

I followed suit, making sure not to slam the car door too loud, before popping the trunk and meeting Rosalie by it. I pushed it the remainder of the way open. We had planned for this. We had discussed it. We had decided on everything, down to the very last detail. We had decided what roads we would take and where we would stop for gas in extreme cases, considering we were all equipped with three gas jugs in our trunks. I had four bags in my trunk. I pulled out the pink rolling suitcase that Esme had specifically packed for Rosalie and sat it on the ground.

"That's yours," I explained and she nodded, pulling up the handle.

I grabbed my deep green suitcase and one of the black duffle bags that was jammed behind it and then closed the trunk.

"C'mon," I nodded towards where we would be staying and then started towards where the parking lot met the sand.

Rosalie trailed behind me through the sand, her heels in her hand.

The beach house was just that- a small little place on the beach. It was a simple floor plan. There was a little living room, with a table in the corner of it that sat three comfortably. A kitchen was nearby although in its own separate room, with a doorway and no door. It was a one bedroom, one bathroom. It was small. And discrete. The place had been put in an alias' name and it wasn't paid out in full or anything else that would suggest that it was belonging to someone with money. It was actually still being paid on. Hell, I was pretty sure a few of the bills were even late. When we walked in I moved to the side and let Rosalie in. Then, I closed and locked the door, both locks and the chain. There was a small door that led to the back patio, which was nothing more than a small room that housed a small Jacuzzi and a little table for two with floor to ceiling windows covering three of the four walls.

I threw my two bags on to the couch and then looked over Rosalie. She was still standing off by the door. Her suitcase, rested by her feet, and she was still holding on to her heels.

"Follow me," I made the come here gesture and started towards the first door, "Bathroom," I pushed the door open and continued, "and bedroom," I pushed that door open too, and walked in.

She followed and stood in the door way as I pulled the closet ajar.

"You can put your suitcase in here if you want," I never looked back at her.

Instead, I reached up to the shelf above the closet and yanked down a pillow and a blanket that had been neatly folded there. Rosalie dropped her heels to the floor and threw her suitcase on to the bedroom's bed.

"There's grocery in the kitchen. You can eat if you want- or shower- or hell, just go to sleep."

"Okay," Rosalie said, the first word she'd spoken since entering the hut and then sat next to her suitcase on the bed.

I took a deep breath and then kicked the closet closed and placed the blanket and pillow on the other side of her. I knelt in front of Rosalie.

"Are you okay?" I asked, "I- Your father and I- we never planned a conversation," I admitted, "So if you need to say something or you need me to get something, just let me know."

"When will you talk to my parents?"

"Tomorrow. We decided not to communicate the first night. But I'll wake you up when they call if you want."

"Right."

Okay so she was annoying- extremely annoying, but damn I would rather her normal bullshit problems, than her sitting here like some zombie. She was a little stressed. I got that, but shit- she knew the type of stuff her parents were wrapped in.

"Look princess, I don't do feelings. I can't deal with girls and all the shit that they go through, okay? I'm not good at talking about shit and if you need me to listen chances are I'm going to zone out on you. I won't cook and I'm not your maid, so brace yourself for this week if you're going to sit in here and feel sorry for yourself. You know what your parents do. Life has consequences," I gave her knee a pat and stood back up.

"So what are you good at?" she half laughed.

"Fucking," I shrugged.

I wasn't lying. I didn't do feelings and tears and cards and candy, but fucking- I did a lot of that.

"Then let's fuck," she bit her bottom lip and I laughed.

"So you can accuse me of seducing and," I made air quotations, "taking advantage of you?"

Rosalie pulled her black dress over her head and to be honest, I was instantly hard.

"I mean, it is your only attribute, your words not mine," she shrugged.

"I guess I could fuck you," I dropped the pillow and blanket to the ground and started removing my cufflinks, "Besides I do enjoy your company more when you're shutting the fuck up."

"You're a charmer," Rosalie rolled her eyes.

"Well you can't talk with your face buried in a pillow," I continued and half chuckled, unbuttoning my suit jacket.

"Or with my mouth around your dick," she winked at me.

I liked this Rosalie. This non-conservative, shit talking Rosalie was a turn on. Sure, I was turned on by her innocence too. Fuck, I'm sure she could read the newspaper to me and I'd be turned on, but this verbal sparring we had going on was refreshing. She was trying to keep me on my toes. That was cute. I pushed Rosalie backwards on to the bed and removed my jacket, before kicking off my shoes. She laid there, braced on her elbow, looking up at me.

"I don't like being touched," I reminded and took a few steps backwards to hit the light switch, letting the darkness cover us, "So roll on to your stomach."

I heard her move and then the clatter of what I assumed was her suitcase falling to the ground. I climbed on to the bed and kneeled between her legs. Rosalie was a touchy person and I hated it. I hated that shit with a passion. I did not like my chest being touched. I barely liked my shoulders being touch. But I knew she would try. She wouldn't be her if she didn't. Yes. I had gone over to the dark side. I had not only fucked Carlisle's princess once, but I was about to do it again- and probably a few more times over the course of this week. There was the voice in my head that told me no piece of pussy was worth my head, but then there was the voice telling me at least I'd die a happy man. Shit, being in between Rosalie's legs was the closest I'd probably ever get to heaven.

"Get on all fours," I instructed.

_**A/N: First of all, thank you to the amazing people that have commented, fallowed or favorited this story. Those things make me extremely happy and they are the reason that I'm trying to spit out a chapter a day. I honestly appreciate it. Also, I didn't want to overwhelm this fic with sex, so I'm not sure if the next chapter will be a continuation of this (lemon) or if it will start the day after. If you have a preference or opinion please leave it and I'll go with that. If no one does I'll just wing it. Thanks for reading!**_


	6. Chapter 6

**Rosalie P.O.V**

**(Song Recommendation: Control- Puddle of Mudd)**

_Only strong people can find happiness in the sadness that surrounds them. –Sahaj Oberoi _

**WARNING: There is a LEMON in THIS chapter. **

_**Also a little A/N: I'm going to post two chapters tonight HOPEFULLY. What I am going to start doing is making a lemon its own chapter. So this chapter and any other sex related chapter will strictly be the lemon and then the next chapter will be the aftermath and I will write the after chapter in a way that it can stand on its own without the lemon being read so that way if you'd like to skip it you can, but if you'd like to read it, it'll be there. That's it. Thanks again for reading!**__**And if the second chapter isn't up by 4AM Eastern, it will be sometimes tomorrow afternoon.**_

It was dark and the little bit of moonlight that just barely entered the room through the curtains was no help to me. I was kneeling. That was it. I wasn't moving. Hell, I was attempting not to breathe too much. I didn't want him to know that he made me nervous, but I was anticipating his touch. I was anxious. My stomach was in knots. I felt the bed sink at the foot and took a deep breath.

"Nervous?" he chuckled.

God. He was taunting me.

I felt one of his hands on one of my ankles, and then the other one. Emmett started to rub his hands up and down the bottom of my leg. His hands were warm, a nice improvement from the air that was nipping at my exposed skin. Of course, I was half naked and Emmett, I was pretty sure he was still fully dressed, with the exception of a jacket and some cufflinks.

"Are you going to grab that pillow or not?" he closed his hands around my ankles and my breathing hitched.

I thought about telling him where to shove it, but then decided it was best to not provoke him or his control issues. I reached up and grabbed a pillow, pulling it to meet me at my place, a quarter down from the top of the headboard.

"Can you keep your hands to yourself?" Emmett ran his hands up the length of my legs and up to my backside, caressing the skin that was exposed despite my underwear.

"Yes," I nodded, although I knew he couldn't exactly see me.

"Are you sure?"

His hands left me and I could hear him rubbing them together.

"I'm sure."

One of his hands met my ass and I gasped. Nobody had ever spanked me before- beside Bella of course, but that was different. That was Bella and I in a drunken stupor. That was Bella and I trying new things and attempting to find out what we liked and didn't like. That was love taps. When Emmett did it, it was different. When he did it, it hurt, but not in a way that would make me flinch, but differently. It was a quick sting that radiated heat from where his hand met parts of my flesh to between my legs.

"Positive?" he hit me again and I bit my bottom lip.

I didn't know if I got wet extremely easy or if Emmett just made me that way, but I felt it. I felt my wetness.

"Positive," I repeated.

"Then roll over,"

I did as I was told, leaning back on my elbows. Emmett was just a shadow in the room. I could make out his silhouette between my legs, just barely, but I was okay with that. I didn't need to see him in order to feel him and when his hands closed around my ankles again, I could make out his head dipping down towards me. He placed a kiss on one of my ankles and then placed it on the corresponding shoulder, and then the other one.

"Keep your hands to yourself," he reminded and I partially wanted to snap at him.

What was up with this guy and his damn boundary issues? Jeez. I got it. He didn't want to be touched. But before I could get a smart ass response out, he was running two of his fingers over me. I let out a breath that I didn't know I had been holding. I waited for him to say something macho, but it never came. He just continued to rub between my folds through my underwear. There was something about this man. There just had to be. I wasn't a virgin. I'd had sex before, and I had never considered myself an addict. If anything, I was the one in the relationship that was always too drained or too tried. Sex wasn't something I particularly went out of my way for. It was just Emmett. There was something about him and it was different. It was scary even. Shit, he was scary. He worked for my father. It was safe to assume that he was a killer and he knew who I was. I knew that he knew who I was. He had purposely put himself in my path that first time- even if he hadn't planned on having sex with me, which that was still a possibility.

Emmett bent over a little, digging the top of his arms under the top of my legs and placing a kiss on my stomach. I couldn't move with the way he was gripping my legs over his shoulders, not that I wanted to. His kiss was slow, and when he pulled his lips back, his tongue came out tracing a small circle where his mouth had been. He had a way of giving me chills. His tongue made a trail around my bellybutton and then up, and through the area between my breasts, before he placed a kiss on each of them and let his tongue trail back down and around my bellybutton again. He liked to toy with me, not just verbally and mentally, but physically too. Emmett's tongue continued even farther south, and he ran kisses along the rim of my underwear. The index finger of his left hand ran slowly over my womanhood, once, twice. Emmett grabbed my underwear and pulled them to the side using his other hands to circle around my clit. It was dark. Pitch black and I still felt self-conscious, like he was watching, even though I knew he had seen me in these conditions already. I was losing my ability to form coherent thoughts already though. My thoughts started and ending where his thumb was rubbing circles over my soaking wet flesh. And then, his mouth was on me and that was it. I was his. The level of arousal and heat and passion that was taking over was not something that happened. It wasn't something that exes had done, or Bella, or hell even myself, and I did have quite a collection of toys back home. His tongue was moving in waves, up and down my wetness and there was nothing for me to do, but close my eyes and moan as Emmett's short nails dug in to my legs while he held them apart, his head buried in between my thighs.

"Emmett," it came out raspy, somewhere between a mew and a moan and then his head and tongue were both moving in circles and even though I knew that I wasn't supposed, I still slid my hands in to his hair.

He didn't seem to notice, or maybe he didn't care.

Emmett ate me with abandon, like someone who craved me. He slid his tongue up and down, and created circles, lapping up ever once of my wetness. I felt like his tongue was doing waves and I couldn't do much, besides moan and grip on to his hair and chant his name over and over in to the darkness. When my breathing started getting shallow he knew. His hands pinned my legs down just a little harder and spread them just a little farther. The cold hair from the room was hitting my wet flesh and I slammed my eyes shut right before the explosion. Relief and energy both spewed from me and pulses of electricity rolled from my core. My legs started shaking and my mouth fell open. My heart was beating like I'd just run a marathon and I needed to get air any way that I could get it. I let my hands fall from Emmett's head and rest out on both sides of me, on the bed.

"Don't get comfortable," his warm breath vibrated against my sensitive flesh, "We're not fucking done. Roll over."

Emmett released both of my legs and sat up. I rolled over. Hell, the way I felt right now I'd run down the beach naked if he'd asked me to.

"All fours," he reminded.

I obliged.

I could hear him moving in the dark, and then I felt his hands on my legs and then his legs in between mine. Both of Emmett's hands left my body at the same time. He grabbed me roughly by my hips and repositioned me, propping my ass out. He grabbed a hand full of my hair and pulled it slightly, hard enough to make my head fall back, and his other hand slid his head up and down my opening.

"Beg."

His voice was deeper now, gravely, like most guys when they answered their phone after they'd been sleeping. How did I end up here? The voice in my head told me it was my fault because I told him to fuck me. I was right. I did. Yet, here I was hesitating. I didn't even understand why I was hesitating. I'd begged before. His head stopped being rubbed against me and I could have sworn I got clarity. It was crazy how I couldn't think when Emmett was so close to me. His hand met the back of my ass and this time there wasn't a gasp, or a yelp. There was a moan. He had me. He ran the head over my slit again and then I could feel him moving. His chest met my back and he kissed my shoulder and then my neck, my hair still wrapped- now painfully- around his fist.

"I said beg," he whispered in my ear and then he bit me on my neck.

I groaned. God. This man. All of my muscles were telling me to cave in. The little piece of pride I had been holding on to was dissolving quickly. This time when he ran himself over my wetness, he didn't stop. I purred and he yanked on my hair again. Desire was starting to feel a lot like need now.

"Please," I moaned it out.

Emmett slid the very tip inside of me and I knew that all of my muscles were prepared to welcome him.

"Louder," he half chuckled and bit me on the shoulder this time, before running his tongue over the sting.

"Please." I groaned a little louder.

I had lost my restraint now. I needed this. It was one night. Besides, he'd fucked me in a bathroom- in a sink. There was only so little he could really think of me from this point on.

"Louder," he grunted.

Emmett kneeled back behind me, removing his weight from my back, but keeping a grip on my hair.

"Pleasee!" I projected more this time.

We were in the middle of nowhere-alone. It didn't matter. Emmett slipped the entire head in to me and I partially gasped before he stopped.

"A little louder, princess."

He was taunting me. I knew that, but did I really care?

"Please!" I partially yelled.

Emmett pushed his entire length in to me and I moaned, throwing my head back and gripping on to the comforter.

"Don't stop begging," he grunted from somewhere in the darkness, his free hand finding a place on my back, pushing me in to the arch that he wanted me in.

Emmett fucked me. He found a rhythm where each thrust would be met by so many of my pleas and if the begging slowed down, so would he. The otherwise silent beach house was now filled with the constant sound of my begging and Emmett's grunts. It was filled with the hum of the air conditioner and both of our ragged breathing and the creaking of the bed as Emmett's stroked things inside of me that I didn't know existed. It was our own little song. My mind had honed in on him, and I couldn't focus on anything else except his length pulling out and then impaling back in to me. I wasn't sure how long I had been kneeling or how long my neck had been bent backwards, but eventually he didn't pull out all the way anymore and instead he kept constant contact. The friction between my walls and his cock were making everything inside of my stomach tighten.

"Rose," Emmett groaned.

And I unwound. I could hear my voice fill the room in a shaky cry and Emmett reached around me, roughly covering my mouth. I tightened and relaxed and tightened around him and it wasn't long until I felt him explode inside of me.


	7. Chapter 7

**Rosalie P.O.V**

When my eyes flew open I immediately looked towards the window. It was still dark outside. I hadn't slept the entire night through- not that it was a shocker or anything. I hadn't expected myself to. Emmett and I had separated soon after our climax. He'd spanked me, and ate me, and made me beg, and then he'd slammed himself in to me until I was incoherent. After that he'd simply pulled himself out of me and hopped out of the bed, collecting up his pillow and blanket and letting himself out. I'd heard the shower for a while and then he'd come back and cut the lights on and told me to "get up and get the fuck in the shower". I had and when I'd come out of the bathroom he was nowhere to be found, but there was a clean comforter on the bed. I'd just climbed in and laid there. Emmett had drained me. I didn't even have the energy to look for him. He was big boy. I knew he could handle himself. But now, I was wide awake.

I threw the blanket off of me and then pulled myself up and rolled out of bed. It was extremely dark and I made a mental note to do something about that later. I felt my way out of the room and made the very short trek to the living room. The moonlight was very much visible there. Emmett was sitting up on the couch, music pouring from somewhere around him, probably his phone, a nearby lamp lit, casting a little light on his side view. The snakes that rested on his neck seemed to get brighter every time that I saw them.

All the same, I made my way to the couch and finally took in all that was Emmett. He had nice arms that were normally hidden away in those suits. He was wearing a black muscle shirt and some red basketball shorts with matching black socks, his feet on the coffee table in front of him and around his feet on the coffee table there were guns, lots of them. Emmett's head had been down when I'd excited the bedroom, but his golden brown eyes were piercing through me now. His blanket was on the couch next to him, still folded, the pillow on top of it.

"Are you okay?" I asked.

Emmett looked me up and down. He'd seen me naked already, twice so there was no reason for me to wear full pajamas. Instead, upon my exit of the shower I had thrown on some underwear and a big t-shirt. It was a light gray shirt with "Mount Rushmore" on it in deep blue writing and a picture of Mount Rushmore beneath it. It was one of my favorite shirts.

"I'm fine," he looked back down at the gun in his lap and picked it up, "You should get some more sleep."

"Have you gotten any sleep?" I collapsed next to him on the couch, sitting criss-cross.

"Nope," he was jamming bullets in to the small gun and I wondered how many guns he really needed.

"Aren't you going to?" I asked.

"Yeah, after I hear from Alice."

Alice.

Alice.

Alice.

Noting.

Alice.

Alice.

Lightbulb.

I had forgotten all about her. I had forgotten that there was a woman in his life, a pretty one. So, that was her name. They had color coordinated tonight. She'd looked gorgeous. I assumed that meant that she was a part of this world too. She was a part of his world. He had seemed genuinely happy when he was around. He had smiled a lot, and she was allowed to touch him. I was actually a little jealous… but I had seen them together and I had still chosen to sleep with him again. I was more to blame for that then he was. I was the one that had initiated it. So what if cheated on her? That spoke for HIS character, but what I had done spoke for mine. I couldn't even comment on it.

"She's beautiful," I smiled at Emmett and he looked at me and briefly smiled back.

"Thank you," he finished off the gun in his hand and threw it on to the coffee table.

"So how did you guys meet?" I'd blurted it out.

I shouldn't have. Emmett yawned and put a hand behind his head, leaning back on it and I repositioned myself to be turned towards him. He pulled his phone out of his pocket with his free hand and the music between us stopped. He dropped his phone in his lap and then just looked forward for a little while.

"Birth," he said and then he chuckled.

I wasn't sure if he was looking at the wall or through it. His head seemed a million miles away.

"Alice is my sister. I've known her both of our entire lives," he shrugged, "We're twins."

"Oh…" I felt stupid, but relieved.

I was relieved that she wasn't someone he was interested in. I was also relieved that I hadn't jumped to conclusions about anything and had myself look not only stupid and childish, but clingy as well. Emmett wasn't mine. I didn't have some sort of claim on him. We'd slept together- twice and I didn't even know his last name.

"I have questions," I admitted.

"You can have 5. Choose wisely," he closed his eyes.

"What's your last name?" I asked and watched a smile slowly cross his face.

"God, Rosalie. You're definitely getting to the deep stuff," he chuckled, "Cullen."

"Don't make fun," I half pouted, "I feel like I should know your last name."

"Well, now you do," he said matter-of-factly, "Next question."

"How did you and Alice end up working with my dad?" I wanted to know.

Everyone had their own story. Everyone had ended up with my dad in some weird way of their own. There were people that were trained and had just chosen to work for my father because he paid well. There were gamblers that were probably just working off a debt. There were people that just wanted to work for my dad to save a little money and then drop out and there were people that made this lifestyle their lifestyle forever.

"He recruited us."

It was a plain answer. It was strict and to the point. It left a lot to the imagination, but I knew that I wasn't going to get more out of him.

"How long have you guys been working for him or with him or whatever?"

"Since we were 16 so about 9 years now."

"God, you guys were young," I thought out loud.

I didn't know that my dad let people that young work for him. What was there for a 16 year old to do in this sort of business?

"We weren't out shooting people," Emmett said and his voice was strained, "Alice was working at one of his restaurants and I was basically doing petty crime and Carlisle- he took care of us; food, clothes, shelter, the works. We owe Carlisle our lives," he crossed his arms over his chest, still not opening his eyes.

"So what happened to you guys' parents?"

"Our mom died in child birth. Our dad just died," Emmett shook his head a little and then opened his eyes and leaned forward, resting his face in his hands, his elbows on his knees.

"Emmett," I paused and he turned his head to meet my gaze.

"What?"

"Why don't you like being touched?"

"I don't like that sort of affection. That's me," he shrugged and turned his head back forward, leaning it against the back of the couch, "Now go back to bed."

"But-"

Emmett opened one eye and looked at me.

"Get back in your fucking room and go to sleep."

"Okay."

I kicked my feet back from under me.

"Alice is fine," I said quietly.

"I know."

I nodded and then hopped up and headed back towards the bedroom. This time when I retreated in to bed, I left the bedroom door open. It helped, to see the little bit of light coming from the lamp and know that Emmett was there and that he was prepared to risk his life to protect me in this strange place. This was his life. He'd been doing this for 9 years. It wasn't making a few bucks and getting out. It was a loyalty to my father that would only end when one of them died.


	8. Chapter 8

**Alice P.O.V**

_When everything goes to hell, the people who stand by you without flinching- they are your family._

I stepped out of the car, my gun in hand. Carlisle was pissed and Emmett would be too. Emmett was going to tear me to shreds. It had been more than 12 hours since our issue at the house and yet, Carlisle was still in town. He refused to leave and there was no reasoning with that man when he had his head or heart set on something. He refused to be ran out of his home. His pride wouldn't let him leave and if he wasn't leaving then neither were we. Carlisle had kept quite a few of us around and by a few I meant a good 6, me being the only girl. He had hand chosen us to stick around and we weren't here to disappoint. The entire shooting at the house had been one big misunderstanding. Well, not really. Someone did in fact get shot, but no one ever wanted to kill Carlisle or his family. It was some nonrelated beef going on between two families that Carlisle just happened to both invite. An argument led to a gunshot and down went the head of a family- a family that was now without a leader and very hectic, a family Carlisle now felt the need to see about, since the death had happened on his watch- in his home. Carlisle valued family and loyalty. He preached that our lifestyle couldn't sustain without it and because of that he made promises to his guest that they would be fully protected in his home, but blood shed had been caused there and now all hell would rise. I moved out of the way and allowed Carlisle out of the car.

Carlisle had sat and thought and drank- quite a lot I'd like to add, before he'd just given up on coming up with a solution and called Esme. Esme had told him what to do and he'd instructed the six of us to get a good nap in. We were woken up at around 5, and all piled in to two separate cars and then brought here. It was nice house, with columns in the front. It looked a little ranch styled if anything. Five cars sat lined up in their circular driveway. I knew tonight would be a long night.

Carlisle started towards the house that belonged to the Cain family, the six of us following closely behind, and paused briefly at the bottom of their three stairs that led to the front door.

"Shoot up their cars while we're here," he pulled a pack of cigarettes out of his pockets.

His men looked to me and I nodded and silently pointed to the last person of each line and the two of them turned their back to us, took aim and began firing.

I reached inside my pocket and took out a lighter quickly offering it to Carlisle, who smiled at me and then lit his cigarette and nonchalantly took the few steps, four of us in tail. We were all completely dressed in black, including Carlisle. However, while we were dressed in black pants, (me in tights) and black shirts, bullet proof vest beneath, Carlisle was in a simple t-shirt and shorts. We watched the lights of their home begin coming on and Carlisle rang the doorbell. Well, he sure had some guts, that man. I jerked my head to the left and one of his men went around Carlisle and stood to the other side of the door.

"If they look suspicious take their head off," Carlisle shrugged and took a drag of his cigarette.

He was very serious. I nodded and looked at all of his men. The two we'd left at the bottom dashed up behind us, one behind me and one on the other side of him. Someone cut on the outside light on and then the door opened just a crack.

"Jesus Carlisle!" Carlisle moved a little to the left, "What are you-"

I kicked the door with all the force I could muster and watched it fly open, hitting the wall with a thud. The wife- Edna, Edith, Erin- whatever the fuck her name was stood in front of us stunned. I jerked my head towards her and all five of the men rushed in. Carlisle took another drag of his cigarette and then dropped it to the ground and stepped on it, before walking calmly in, me on his heels.

"Grab me a chair from the dining room, Mike," Carlisle said, "Eric, Keith and Brandon, fetch the kid and the Mr. of the house too. James, watch the door. Mrs. of the home, have a seat please."

She looked at Carlisle and then at me and then back.

"Carlisle-"

"Have a seat!" He barked and she slid to the floor, her back against the wall.

The men separated and I ran a hand through my hair. They had shot someone and then come home to enjoy a nice full night of sleep- wow. I looked around. Their home was okay. It wasn't anything special. Carlisle, walked up to the back wall and admired some of their paintings and then yanked them off the wall, one by one. The sound of broken glass pierced through the otherwise silent house every three seconds.

It wasn't long before Keith came back, a girl by her hair. She was clad in a night gown, her eyes visibly big and watery. He threw her towards her mother and then came stand next to me.

"Sit," I instructed and then watched her pause and look from me to Carlisle and then at her mother, "If you don't sit we'll be forced to shoot you. Those are your choices," I nodded towards her and Keith took aim.

The Mrs. of the house grabbed her daughter's arm and pulled it and she collapsed in to her mother. Keith put his gun down.

"And don't whisper," I warned.

Carlisle walked back towards us, whistling casually and Mike returned with a chair.

"Sit it across from the Mrs.," Carlisle said and then winked at her, "about a good two and half yards. You should be able to lay between her and the chair."

Mike nodded and did as he was told.

"Perfect timing!" Carlisle clapped his hands together as the head of the household was practically dragged around the corner, "This is his special chair!" Carlisle said excitedly

I was never taken to things like this. This was Emmett's world. These men were used to listening to Emmett. Emmett was the one that threatened Carlisle's enemies and then followed through on it. I was capable of protecting my family. I would kill for Emmett and Jasper and hell- Carlisle and his family too if I felt they were in danger, but they weren't. We were invading these people's homes… but this was our world and if Emmett could do it and it needed to be done, I could do it. I could.

Mike came stand on the other side of me. Eric and Brandon sat Mr. Cain down, each of them holding one of his arms, and took a knee. Keith left my side and walked over to the ladies of the home, who were both crying silently and hugging each other. He grabbed a hand full of both of their hair and the daughter sobbed loudly. Her father attempted to get up but couldn't and Carlisle began whistling again. He walked around the chair looking Mr. Cain up and down and then walked towards the door and kicked over a vase that sat there. He was on a rampage from there. He kicked over every vase or flower pot nearby and pulled a large mirror from the wall, letting it clatter loudly, shards flying around him. He knocked over a lamp and then began stomping it when the bulb didn't break from the impact.

"How does it feel to have your house VIOLATED, Richard?" He hissed and then punched a hole in their wall near where the two women were trembling, tears still streaking down their face.

"Carlisle-" he began.

"Shut up," Carlisle growled, "And if you say another word I'll have your daughter shot in the mouth in front of you," he ran a hand through his hair, "Now where was I?" he began pacing the room again, "Oh yes! When we began this deal and you decided you wanted to work with me, I had strict rules. I would consider my rules, law. They keep us working together. We don't have cities shooting each other up or dead bodies surfacing in bodies of water. When I shook your hand I told you what?" Carlisle circled around and made his way in front of Mr. Cain, kneeling to see him eye to eye, "You can answer this one."

"I don't remember," he admitted.

"Pity. I said that I felt more secure with our union. I said that," Carlisle reminded, "but I'm not feeling very secure anymore Richard. You had a bullet flying in my home where my wife and daughter were- MY DAUGHTER!" he growled and stood back up and began pacing again, "You violated my house! You violated my law! You violated my TRUST," he hit his chest with his clenched fist during the last word, "And you took away a head of someone's house hold on MY WATCH!"

"I'm sorry!" Richard said loudly.

Oh my God. He was crying.

"Don't hurt my family," Richard pleaded.

"Family is everything, Richard," Carlisle said somehow reclaiming his calm, "But you didn't care about Tyler's family when you had him shot now did you?" Carlisle licked his lips, "Alice put your gun to his head."

I nodded once and walked over to the commotion, moving from my spot in front of the open door for the first time since kicking it open. I put my gun to Richard's head.

"Every action has an opposite and equal reaction and now I have to clean your mess. Now, I'll have two families to take care of because you couldn't wait for your enemy to pull out of my driveway. DAMN RICHARD! You should have known better," Carlisle kicked the wall.

I tried to keep my face blank. I knew I looked nervous. I couldn't help it. There was the constant sound of Carlisle's raging and ranting and then there was the sobbing coming from the women of the house and Richard was making sounds as if he was having an asthma attack now. None of the four men had moved an inch.

"But Esme said you have to die," Carlisle sighed as if he was a child being told they couldn't stay up past bedtime, "An eye for an eye and all that-" Carlisle explained, "but your family will be taken care of," Carlisle took a deep breath, "Repent for your sins and have your last talk with your Father," he recommended and then turned to the sobbing mess being held by their hair, "If you want to beg for his soul to your God, now is the time."

They were all talking at once, saying different things. Both of the ladies had their hands clasped together, their eyes strained shut and Richard just let his head hang backwards, words spewing quickly out of his mouth.

"Raise your head when you're finished," Carlisle said calmly, "And when he does Alice end him."

I nodded, but I felt like I needed to throw up.

Richard picked his head up, never opening his eyes.

"Now," Carlisle crossed his arms over his chest.

Richard opened his eyes. His wife yelled please and his daughter sobbed and I pulled the trigger, twice to be sure. Their hair and Richard's arms were all released at once and they hopped up just as his body fell to the floor. Carlisle's men all made the sign of the cross and then filed out, Mike first, then Keith, Eric, Brandon. It was as if they were walking out in the order of who had the least to do with the murder. Carlisle looked at the women weeping over Richard and then calmly walked around him and to the door. I stood frozen. I had just shot a man that was of no danger to me. His child and wife stood not even a yard from me cradling his body.

"Come on Alice," Carlisle called, "We need to call Emmett and Jasper- check on my family," he explained, "I'd like them checked on all of the next six days."

I turned my head towards the door, where he stood lighting a cigarette, his back to us.

"Yes sir."


	9. Chapter 9

**Emmett P.O.V**

"_Bottom line is, even if you see 'em coming, you're not ready for the big moments. No one asks for their life to change, not really. But it does. So what are we, helpless? Puppets? No. The big moments are gonna come. You can't help that. It's what you do afterwards that counts. That's when you find out who you are." ― Joss Whedon_

The first full day that we spent in the beach house was considered by Carlisle our second day and it was spent in mostly silence. Rosalie collected a laptop from one of my bags and spent most of the day on the couch, on the laptop. She was very serious about her job. She broke out sticky notes and a pen and went in to a world of her own. She was constantly taking calls on the house phone. It was funny- to see Rosalie so serious and demanding. She'd slid on some tights and threw her hair up in to a messy bun and then gone to work, with a cup of coffee always nearby. I, on the other hand was constantly out on our little balcony like area. I was taking constant calls from Alice. She was not used to being on the front lines, and to add insult to injury I wasn't there. She wasn't taking directions from me, she was attempting to be me and that was her problem. She couldn't be me. She couldn't scare people in to submission. She was 5'1 a possible 130lbs. What worked for me wouldn't work for her. She had to come in to her own. There was something that would work for her. She just had to keep trying until she got it. I hadn't woken up one day and had the respect of all of Carlisle's associates. I'd worked my ass off to get it though and this wasn't high school or something- they were not going to let Alice ride my wave. She was on her own out there. It was like no one even knew we were related. Her skills had to speak for her, not her connections.

When I walked back inside from my 4th phone conversation with Alice and therefore forth cigarette, smoke was coming from the kitchen. I half jogged through the small space that was considered the living room and turned the corner to find a very frazzled Rosalie. Stray strands were hanging around her face. She had the oven completely open, fanning at the inside with a towel. I crossed my arms over my chest and stood in the door frame of the small kitchen. I had to admit it was amusing. She couldn't operate an oven. The woman who prided herself on the ability to help partially run a million dollar corporation was being defeated by household appliance. Hilarious. I watched Rosalie yank a pan out of the oven and sit it on the stove before kicking the oven door closed and letting out more air than I thought her body could hold.

"Defeated by a stove?" I asked and then raised an eyebrow when she looked at me.

Rosalie rolled her eyes and then looked at her smoking rock of burnt-ness and then back at me and we both burst in to laughter. It couldn't be avoided.

"Actually, I was defeated by a frozen pizza," she pulled her bun free and then redid it.

"Even better," I gave her three slow claps and she laughed again, "How do you live on your own?" I took another step in to the small kitchen and leaned over her experiment, blowing at some of the smoke still escaping.

"I normally don't burn them, okay?" she threw the towel on to a counter and crossed her arms over her chest.

"So you live off of frozen pizza?" I chuckled.

"Basically," Rosalie sighed, "Look, don't judge. I don't have much time for learning how to cook and they fed me perfectly fine when my parents were always gone."

"Right."

The house phone let out a loud ring and Rosalie took a deep breath and then quickly stepped around me and headed towards the living room. She was obviously stressed the fuck out. I yanked open one of the kitchen drawers and got a spatula. She needed all the help she could get. I attempted to scrape what was supposed to be a pizza off of the pan, to no avail I may add and eventually, just tossed the whole fucking thing in the trash. I made my way to the freezer and yanked it open. There was frozen shit galore. There were more frozen pizzas, ice cream, hot pockets, and lean cuisine, thee works. I dug around until I found some pizza rolls and then yanked them out. Whoever had did the shopping, had done a little less than a crappy job. I pilled pizza rolls on to a glass plate and then jammed them in to the microwave, before retreating back to the fridge. I pulled out a beer for me and a water for Rosalie and then stood, leaned against the counter until the microwave let out its first annoying beep. I yanked it open and grabbed the towel Rosalie had attempted to use earlier and picked up the plate balancing it on one hand and carrying our drinks in the other. When I walked in to the living room I just put the pizza rolls on the coffee table and collapsed on to the couch – opposite of Rosalie and popped my beer open.

"Thanks," Rosalie said, not looking up from where her face was planted to the laptop screen.

"Don't mention it," I took a swig out of my bottle and then collected the remote off of the coffee table and leaned back.

"Literally?" she questioned.

"Literally," I confirmed, "Besides all I did was pop it in the microwave."

"Right. I mean it isn't pizza," Rosalie shut the laptop and then reached over to collect the plate and water.

"It isn't burnt either," I rolled my eyes.

I began flipping through the channels. Rosalie sat a couch pillow on her lap and then the glass plate on top of the pillow and began popping pizza rolls in to her mouth.

"Aren't you going to eat anything?" she asked about six in.

"Not hungry," I said, my eyes fixed on the television screen.

"Are you sure? There's no way I can eat all of this."

"I'm sure," I said, and reached over, collected two and popped them in to my mouth.

Rosalie half laughed and then looked up at the television too. I wasn't sure what I was watching. It was some cliché serial killer movie with some sort of cabin in the woods. Original. It was an older movie with horrible acting and horrible special effects to match, but Rosalie and I sat in silence and watched it anyway. We watched it and I quickly finished off my beer and Rosalie ate herself full and absently passed the plate to me to finish off, which I did. There was not much talking that first day- if any at all. Eventually, Rosalie retired to her room and I fell asleep on the couch.

The next day I was up before the sun and that meant I had time to be productive. I put in some calls for Alice, calls that I knew had to be made. I called suppliers and distributers and Esme, who all answered, because when you were on the dark side, you normally slept through the day and then I hit the beach, double checking to make sure that Rosalie was safely locked in. I normally ran every day. I hadn't the day before and I felt like I was lagging because of it. I cracked my neck both ways and walked around the beach house and towards the water. The setting was definitely an improvement from the normal route I took back home. I liked the beach, the smell of water. I took a deep breath and then started jogging away from the beach house. I liked running. It gave me a clear mind. It gave me time to think and talk to myself. There was no Alice or Carlisle to influence me. There was just my thoughts and me and nature. The constant rhythmic tap that my feet made when they hit the ground were like a gospel to me. It was almost a better relief than sex. Almost. The feeling that I got when I scrolled through my contact list when looking for my partner of the night was the same feeling I'd imagine women got when they were shopping for shoes or looking at baby animals. I ran until I didn't feel like running anymore. I stopped and wiped sweat off of my face with my shirt and then started jogging back. Breath through your nose, not your mouth, even when you feel like your lungs are about to explode. They're not. Push yourself. Don't stop. Never bend over to catch your breath. I repeated my mantra and continued to drag myself back up the beach. That was why I liked running a route. Getting tired meant that you were halfway through. If I worked out at the gym when I got tired I could just get off of the equipment and leave. You didn't have that privilege when you'd just jogged from your home. You had to get back somehow.

When I got back to the beach house, the sun was very much up. I let myself in through the patio like area and then laid on my back, on the carpet. Only four days left. I took a deep breath through my nose and then started doing sit ups. I was ready to be back at work. Shit, I was ready to be back home. I felt like I was a prisoner here. There was nothing to do. There was nowhere to go. We were supposed to be "keeping a low profile" whatever that meant. We had one set of neighbors and I'd only seen them once in the day and two nights Rosalie and I had been here. They weren't people that I would be worried about. They were teenagers, most likely just having some sort of couple weekend in their parent's beach house. They didn't make the hair on my arms stand up or anything. I laid out, stretching my arms at my side and took another breath and rolled on to my stomach. I started doing push ups. Now that Carlisle knew that there was no assassination attempt on him or his family, I didn't know why we weren't already back in town. I guess he was being better safe than sorry, but according to Alice, Carlisle had made quite a statement recently. Every now and again he would do that- go on a rampage to reestablish dominance. Most of the time it was because of Esme. Honestly, she was the person that made most of the decisions. Carlisle just had the face and voice to carry out her words. The Hale women definitely had a way about them. In the public they were primp, polite women, but in secrecy they were wild, they were always the force behind the men that they chose to take on.

I sat up on the floor, my legs stretched before me and pulled my shirt over my head and began wiping my face with it. I assumed it would have been nice to make Rosalie some toast or something. I didn't want her attempting to "cook" again. I pulled myself off of the floor. I needed a shower first. I locked the patio door and collected my bag of clothes, that sat beside the coffee table before going to the kitchen and snatching me a bottle of water out of the fridge. I twisted the top off and gulped half of the bottle down before letting myself out of the kitchen and straight in to Rosalie.

"Sorry," we both said at the same time and Rosalie jumped back.

She looked at me, up and down and up again and her eyes lingered just a little longer on my chest than they should have.

"Fuck!" it came out automatically and I brushed passed Rosalie and headed towards the bathroom.

I could hear her trailing behind me as I entered the bathroom. She stood outside the door frame.

"Are those marks the reason you don't like being touched?" she asked.

I slammed the door in her face. I was used to working out at home. I wasn't a person that let my nighttime visitors make it to the morning. They were always gone long before that. I didn't let many people in to my actual place at all, but here I was being reckless around fucking Rosalie- just like fucking always. I looked at myself in the mirror, the welts and slits and area where holes used to be littered my chest and I knew, without having to look my back too. I took a deep breath and pinched the bridge of my nose. There was nothing to do about it now. I shed my sweaty clothes and then climbed in to the shower. The water was hot- extremely and I turned around letting the scalding water hit my back. I needed to get out of here and away from Rosalie. She was too interested in my past and I didn't want to remember. I couldn't.


	10. Chapter 10

**Emmett P.O.V **

"_Somehow, we'll find it. The balance between whom we wish to be and whom we need to be. But for now, we simply have to be satisfied with who we are." _

― _Brandon Sanderson, The Hero of Ages_

I looked out at the water spread in front of me. I'd spent most of the day sitting out on the small patio like area, at the mini table talking to Alice and attempting to read. There wasn't much else to do in the fucking middle of nowhere. The little house was quiet, extremely. Rosalie could feel how pissed off I was and I could tell that she felt it. We avoided each other although I wasn't mad at her. I was more mad at myself. I wasn't a carless person. My life depended on it. So the fact that I had just forgotten that Rosalie was even around or that I hadn't looked at the possibility that she would come out of her room really just bugged the living shit out of me. Rosalie spent most of the day in her bedroom. She came out for food and occasionally to use the bathroom, but we didn't speak to each other. She had attempted to feed me some noodles that she had heated up, but I wasn't hungry or so I'd told her and she'd simply went to her room and then not returned. I liked it better that way. She was touchy and liked to pry, two things that I just couldn't fucking stand. I plugged headphones in to my phone and then let Linkin Park crash in to my ears. There were only 3 days left. I was doing my job.

Her hand landed on my shoulder, and I looked back and up at Rosalie. I had felt her walk out of her room. The hair on the back of my neck was standing up. You can always tell when someone was staring at you. I pulled one of my earbuds out and Rosalie walked around me and sat down in the chair beside me.

"Hey," she said and smiled at me, a full smile, teeth and all.

Moonlight was practically glistening off of her. Her deep brown hair was loose tonight, flowing around her every time the wind blew. Her brown eyes seemed deeper though, like something was bugging her. She had on some light gray athletic shorts, a plain black t-shirt and pink socks that went to the knee of her ballerina long legs.

"Hey," I repeated lamely.

"Are you going to avoid me the rest of the week?" she half ass attempted to raise her eyebrow and I shook my head at the epic fail.

"Excuse me?" I chuckled, "You've been the one walking on eggshells around me," I pointed out absently.

I slept in the living room and the kitchen didn't even have a literal door. Where/how was I avoiding her?

"I never know what makes you upset," Rosalie sighed and then shook a pack of cigarettes in front of me, "Can I smoke?"

"Sure," I shrugged and she put her little pink cigarette in her mouth and quickly lit it.

"My dad must look at you like a son, huh?" she asked and I shrugged turning back towards the water, "He never told me about you," she said blankly and I saw smoke drift out of her nose, "You must have a fucked up past. Everyone around us does."

"You think?" I asked and held out my hand towards her, never turning my head, "Can I bum a smoke?"

"Sure," she fumbled around a little and then put a cigarette and her lighter in my hand.

"When I was younger all of my friends were jealous of me," Rosalie half laughed, "I was a pretty cute kid my middle school years. I was in ballet and I played soccer and I was on the debate team," she paused and I knew she was taking a draft, "I played the piano and the flute."

I lit my cigarette of my own and sat the lighter on the table between us. I wondered if she was going somewhere with this or if she really just wanted to reminisce, but I didn't bother asking her.

"My dad made sure I had everything I always wanted. I was always on the beach for Spring break and somewhere foreign for summer but every Thanksgiving and Christmas and Easter, it was just the two of us- my dad and me," she clarified, "You're so lucky to have Alice," Rosalie sounded a million miles away now.

I took a puff of my cigarette and bent over, resting my elbows on my knees. The water was rippling now.

"My parents were always busy doing this or doing that. They weren't around much- my mother especially. My dad showed up sometimes. He showed up for recitals and daughter/father activities. He never missed holidays. He tried to be around- but he always had something going on. It was pretty lonely- being in that house with just a nanny," she took a puff of her cigarette, "My mom always promised she would give me siblings. She promised me and my father," Rosalie chuckled, "but she just couldn't do it. She had all of these plans for her future son- the heir of the Hale money. He would be everything that I wasn't. I was an inside person. I didn't want to go out and fish and hunt and God forbid- shoot people. I wasn't interested in being whatever it was that my parents did. Growing up in that house was hell," she admitted.

I could see Rosalie pull one of her feet beneath her bottom and then she took another draft and I followed suit, letting the smoke drift out of my nose.

"They rarely came around at the same time, but when they did- it was horrible. My dad liked to roam," Rosalie chuckled, "and my mom couldn't stand it. She couldn't stand it or him or me and I couldn't stand her either. The few times I did see my mother she was drunk off of her ass. Our house was a nightmare when she came home. It was always filled with shouting between her and my dad, shouting would lead to bangs and crashed and thumping. She was crazy- my mother," Rosalie took a longer puff and then put her cigarette out on the table and leaned her head back, looking up at the moon, "I was never good enough for her. I would make a B and she wanted an A. I would make an A, but it wasn't a 100. I would nail a duet, well it should have been a solo. She nitpicked at me all the time. She was a constant pain in my ass and every time something wasn't done to her unrealistic expectations she would bring someone home and all through the night I'd hear yelling- not the yelling she and my father did towards each other, but yelling in pain- howling even. And the next morning, red water," Rosalie took a deep breath and I took a puff.

Even the princess had a fucked up childhood. I guess you couldn't judge from the outside.

"Well, one day me being the fuck up that I am, I broke something- I don't remember what it was or how it happened but it turned in to the end of the world and my mom – she slapped me- really hard and I don't know where my dad came from, but I was ushered out of the room and my mom and dad, they stayed in there for a while, and then my dad came out and she didn't… She had some broken ribs," Rosalie clarified, "And when she was released from the hospital my dad got her a new nose and he sent me off to boarding school- some all girls school that was supposed to be the best, but he called every night no matter what… So, my freshman year I went home for something- maybe summer and my mom- she vanished. She went missing for a while and I don't know what happened with that. My dad didn't tell me these things, but while she was away my dad and I- we had fun. We slid down the hall in our socks and he let me have ice cream for breakfast and he got me a new car and- I was his princess. He was proud of me, even when I did nothing. He was just proud of me for surviving," Rosalie let her neck rest and looked out towards the water.

I took a deeper puff.

"Well, when my mom came back I was a little annoyed and the feeling was mutual. She was nitpicking at me again- as always and I yelled at her. I told her exactly what I thought about her and how she was a crazy psycho bitch and three weeks later she was diagnosed to die. She changed after that. She sent for me at boarding school and I came back, and she tried- she really did- but she wasn't my dad and I wasn't going to let her use me to get in good with her God. There were times when she was on a breathing machine and I thought she'd go any minute and I thought about unplugging her."

I turned and looked at Rosalie for the first time since she'd started her interlude. She just kept looking out at the water.

"I hated her," Rosalie admitted, "And a part of me was happy she got sick. It meant she couldn't have another child. It crushed my dad. He wanted to leave her then- have a son with someone else, but his loyalty wouldn't let him. My dad would have been a great father if he had more children. He was a great father to me- he tried to be. He put me before anything else, but I was still happy. My mom didn't deserve more children," Rosalie stopped and pushed her hair back out of her face, "I would do anything for my dad though and that included acting like the perfect, happy daughter in that hell house… We all have scars, Emmett," her voice was solid, forceful, but I could see the tears glistening down her cheek, "Sometimes they aren't on the outside, but that doesn't make them any less real."

"It doesn't," I agreed and took a puff of my cigarette and the dropped it to the ground and stepped on it.

"She shot my dog," Rosalie scoffed and shook her head, "and I found a finger in my dad's office and now I'm a fucked up freak that doesn't even have a goldfish to go home to and the only person that I can tell any of this to can't fucking stand for me to touch him," she turned and looked at me and smiled a half smile.

It was a smile that didn't touch her eyes.

"I don't hate you," I clarified, "I just don't like being touched. That's who I am."

There was nothing else for me to give her. There was nothing that I could explain. I honestly just did not like it.

"Okay," she nodded and turned back to the water.

Rosalie was a dark cloud today. And Esme was not the force that I thought she was. Well, she was but she was crazy as fuck too. Who thought to shoot their daughter's dog?

"We're both broken," I leaned back in the chair and draped my right arm behind the back.

"Yup," Rosalie chuckled.

"And there's nothing that you can do to fix me," I reminded, "And there's nothing that I know how to do that will benefit you. All I've ever been good at is getting beat up, and then killing and then fucking," I was being honest- brutally honest, "And the only one of those things that would even have a possibility of helping I've already given you,"

I could feel Rosalie looking at me, but I left my eyes fixed on the water. I was careless around Rosalie- but I liked being around her. She made me feel like I could tell her anything. I didn't feel that way often. There was always a wall up, a wall that only Alice and Jasper had ever penetrated.

"But if you ever want me to kill someone or get beaten up for you- I will," I sighed and Rosalie followed suit.

Then, we sat there, just the two of us- in silence. She had thrown it all out there- her entire childhood, because she thought she was as fucked up as me. Our worlds may have been different, but she was right- scars were scars.

"I just want to be able to kiss you," Rosalie said suddenly and then sprang up.

There was nothing for me to say about that. I didn't kiss. I undraped my arm off of the back of the chair and just sat forward, my hands in my lap. Rosalie grabbed her lighter and pack of cigarettes off of the small table and then walked around me. She had been vulnerable in front of me- someone she assumed was paid to be her friend- someone who took advantage of her their first meeting. No matter how much I cursed or tried to send Rosalie off, she always wanted to radiate her light at me. She was sliding the door open when I grabbed her arm.

"Bats, shards of glass, tree branches, cigarettes and belt buckles," my hand was gripping her around one of her wrists, "That's what the scars are from,"

I let her arm go and she slid the door open and paused, looking back at me.

"And your father would kill me if this ever became more than sex," I reminded, turning back towards the water that was crashing against the sand in waves now.

"I could murder my mother and my dad would still welcome me home with open arms," Rosalie said and stepped inside, turning back towards me, "You're afraid- not me and not because of him," she slid the door closed and I let out a gust of air.

Fuck me.


End file.
